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PREFACE 


TO    THE 


FIB  ST    EBITIOJ^. 


JL  HE  Author  of  the  Volume  now  presented  to  the  Public,  canno^ 
be  better  describea  than  in  the  following  account  of  hiiu,  extracted 
from  the  Christian  Magazine  for  February  1800 :  "  On  Saturday, 
"  December  7.  1799,  died,  at  Carnwath,  Mr.  James  Meisllx,  Sup- 
"  geon  there,  aged  69  years.  For  many  years  he  was  a  respectable 
"  member  of  the  Associate  Session  and  Congregation  of  Biggar,  un- 
"  der  the  pastoral  care  of  the  llev.  John  Low.  In  prudence,  meek- 
**  ness,  modest}',  and  resignation  to  the  disposals  of  Providence,  he 
**  was  exemplar}'.  For  at  least  forty  years  and  upwards,  he  sup- 
**  pwted  a  character,  and  had  a  conversation,  highly  ornamental  to 
«'  the  Christian  name.  Througli  his  great  modesty,  ho>^-ever,  his 
«  eminency  as  a  Christian  was  little  known  duiing  bis  Ijfe-time ;  but, 
<*  by  his  writings  left  behind  him,  it  appears  his  Ij^ lias  been  speiit 
**  in  intimate  fellovr-ship  v.ith  ]\is  God,  in  hab^^  serious  consider- 
*'  ation  of  his  latter  end,  and  often-time*-  rejoicing  in  Iiope  of  the 
**  gloiy  of  God.  For  upwards  of  th''^y  years,  it  was  his  custom  to 
*•  spend  one  day  each  month,  pv  '^'  ^^^^  ^"^  "o^  i"  liis  power,  part  of 
«  a  day,  in  solemn  medIt--on  on  morality  and  the  great  v.'orld  to 
"  come.  His  reflec>^'^^  °^  these  occasions  he  has  committed  to 
**  writing-,  whiH'  gradually  swelled  into  a  volume.  T^iis  he  called 
*'  his  "  ^5^nth1y  Interview  with  the  King  of  Terrors."  His  religious 
«  exr-i'ieiice  he  has  likewise  recorded  in  another  small  volameV 
'-  entitled,"  A  Survey  into  the  State  of  the  Soul."  His  death  was 
«*  sudden.  On  the  1st  of  December  1799,  he  ofSciatecl  aS  elder-at 
«  the  dispensation  of  the  Lord's  supper  at  Lanark.  On  the  6th  he 
**  was  going-  about,  and  able  to  serve  medicines  to  patients ;  and 
"  next  morning  he  died.  A  mdow  and  five"  small  childi-en  remain  to 
«>  feel  and  lament  his  loss." 

The  first  part  of  this  volume  consists  of  extracts  from  the  two 

manuscripts  mentioned  in  the  foregoing  account.     The  publication 
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of  the  whole  was  deemed  improper,  as  it  not  only  would  have  s^-elj-' 
ed  the  volume  to  an  undue  size,  but  would,  from  the  sameness  of  the 
subject,  have  occasioned  repititions,  and  sometimes  refered  to  mat- 
ters  which,  however  proper  to  be  remarked  and  improved  by  the  au- 
thor, could  not  with  propriety  be  communicated  to  the  public.  The 
s  econd  part  of  the  volume  is  a  selection  from  a  great  number  of  po. 
cms  on  melancholy  subjects,  suggested  by  the  occurrences  of  Di- 
vine Providence.  If  the  poetry  be  not  always  of  the  first  class,  the 
Christian  reader  will  apologize  for  the  coarseness  of  some  of  the  lines, 
on  account  of  the  uniform  str^n  of  pions  and  evangelical  sentiments 
which  runs  through  the  whole. 

It  might  perhaps  be  concluded,  from  the  author's  favourite  subject, 
death  and  the  future  world,  that  Mr.  Meikle  was  a  man  of  a  gloomy 
and  sullen  temper  of  mind  ;  yet  those  who  knew  him  best  can  at- 
test, that  they  have  known  few  Christians  of  a  more  uniformly  cheer 
fal  and  lively  turn  of  mind.  Indeed,  it  appears  by  many  passages  in 
his  Memorial,  that  he  considered  familiarity  with  death,  and  prepa- 
ration  for  eternity,  as  what  were  best  calculated  to  promote  Chris- 
tian cheerfulness.  Death  is  to  most  of  us  a  gloomy  subject,  because 
we  are  unduly  attached  to  the  things  of  time,  and  very  unprepared 
for  eternity 

It  wiU  readily  ov..ur,  that  Mr.  Melkle's  profession  as  a  surgeon 
gave  him  more  frequei^  opportunities  than  other  men  to  observe 
distress  and  death  in  all  its  r^j.^^^^  fo^ms ;  and  this  will  account  for 
his  very  frequent  allusions  to  Uiv  diseases  and  sudden  deaths  of  liis 
acquaintances.  Perhaps,  too,  his  Chri.*;an  fear  lest  his  opportunities 
of  seeing  the  afflictions  and  death  of  othci.rnight  make  him  insen- 
sible to  his  own  mortaUty,  was  one  reason  why  n^  considered  it  as  ne- 
cessary to  set  apart  a  day  in  each  month  to  stated  ru3 action  on  the 
subject ;  for  it  is  well  known,  that  few  think  less  s  eriously  ^  ternity 
than  the  greater  part  of  those  who  by  their  profession  are  dail>  con- 
versant with  death. 

There  are  other  writings  of  the  same  author,  which  may  perhaps 
at  some  future  time,  meet  the  public  eye,  if  proper  encouragement 
b«  given;  particularly,  a  series  of  meditations  on  various  subjects,- 
written  by  him  in  the  earlier  part  of  his  life,  on  board  of  one  of  his 
Majesty's  ships  of  war,  where  he  officiated  in  the  capacity  of  sur- 
geon's mate.    It  is  hoped  that  the  present  volume,  for  the  counte- 

aance  given  to  which  by  the  numerous  subscribers,  the  Author's  wi* 


dowtlesii-es  to  express  her  gratitude,  will  not  only  be  a  lasting  metB- 
orial  of  the  unfeigned  piety  of  the  author,  but  be  blessed  for  the  pro- 
fit of  those  who  peruse  it.  If  it  be  the  me  ms  of  leading  any  to  seri- 
ous consideration  of  their  latter  end,  andof  ecnvincingthem  that  there 
is  no  safety  in  the  prospect  of  death  but  under  the  covert  of  Jfsu's 
righteousness,  the  tidings  that  he  has  been  useful  after  his  decease  to 
any  of  his  brethren, will  rejoice  the  spirit  of  the  author,  now  with  God. 


PREFACE 


TO    THE 


THE  Author  has  endeavoured  to  believe,  (and  would 
have  others,)  that  time  is  but  a  short  preface  to  lon^  eterni- 
ty, yet  the  seed-time  of  an  awful,  an  interesting  harvest. 
iLife  is  much  esteemed,  but  little  improved,  while  death  i* 
treated  like  a  fiction.  And  yet  a  real,  a  practical  belief  of 
death,  is  of  great  moment  to  our  living  happil^'y  as  well  as 
djing  hopefuUij.  A  prospect  of  death  will  prevent  us  from 
being  puffed  up  wi^h  prosperity,  or  depressed  with  adversi- 
ty, since  this  is  the  period  of  both. 

To  the  secure  worldling,  death  is  the  rock  on  which  he 
dashes,  and  is  undone  for  ever;  but  to  the  weather-beaten 
Christian,  the  harbour  at  which  he  arrives,  and  hears  the 
storm,  and  hears  the  tempest  no  more. 

The  reason  why  our  deatii-beds  are  so  melancholy  is,  that 
melancholy  subjects  are  debarred  from  us  all  our  life-long. 
He  that  would  die  well,  should  die  often  ;  and  as  martyrs 
have  put  their  finger  into  the  flame  of  a  candle,  to  see  how 
they  would  endure  the  fire,  so  we  should  often  converse 
with  dissolution,  view  it  in  all  its  gloomy  shapes,  that  at  last 
when  it  approaches,  we  may  not  be  distracted. 

It  is  appointed  to  all  men  to  die  once,  and  therefore  every 
man  should  prepare  to  die  ivell;  and  but  once,  and  there- 
fore an  error  in  death  is  irreparable  aiid  fatal. 

This  king  of  terrors  has  made  many  a  stout  heart  to 
melt,  and  loosed  the  joints  of  the  mighty;  yea,  even  where 
the  pleasant  hopes  of  immortal  glory  have  made  the  Christ- 
ian triumph,  yet  death  has  made  his  nature  shudder.  There- 
fore, to  get  the  awful  satne  familiarized,  and  made  less  ter- 
rible to  himself,  is  the  reason  of  what  follows.  He  hopes  he 
has  profited  by  this  Monthly  Memorial  of  his  mortality,  and 
would  recommend  the  same  practice  to  others. 
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The  \uthor  would  also  recommend  to  others,  narrowly  to 
observe^  the  providences  that  befall  their  acquaintance  as 
sudden  deaths,  ike.  seeing  memory  is  but  fickle  and  false, 
and  such  things  afford  noble  instructions. 

The  following  thoughts  cannot  well  be  brought  to  a  peri- 
od  like  a  treatise,  if  continued  as  intended;  fo^'  death 
sooner  or  later,  between  the  intervieics,  will  hurry  the  Au- 
thor away  into  an  inyisible  world  of  spirits  ;  but  may  he  al- 

""■'^'h^e'rritme  and  circumstances  will  allow,  he  is  sure  that 
^ivhole  day  every  month  would  be  well  spent  in  preparing 
?o  death  ;iat  even  an  hour,  or  an  halt-hour,  in  his  inter, 
view,  (which  was  all  the  Author  son;etimes  could  spare,) 
;  m  bi^olh  acceptable  to  God.  and  profitable  to  f^^^ 
if  If,  pruvidid  this  belief  of  d^ath  be  earned  out  into  his  dai- 


]v  eonversation, 


MONTHLt  MEMORIAL,  &c. 


Carnwath,  Tuesday  J  Jiug,  28,  1764. 

BEING  con"vinced  that  my  time  is  short,  and  that  the 
hour  of  death  is  a  trying  hour,  I  design,  as  in  the  sight  of 
\  God,  to  take  a  view  of  the  world  to  come,  that  I  may  not  be 
altogether  a  stranger  there  when  I  must  go  thither,  nor  ter- 
rified for  death  when  I  must  grapple  with  it.  Sin  brought 
death  into  the  world,  and  death  carries  sinners  into  hell. 
•  Death  is  the  king  of  terrors,  and  the  terror  of  kings.  What- 
ever death  men  die,  by  sword,  famine,  or  disease,  there  are 
but  two  deaths  in  the  whole  world,  a  hopeful  and  a  hopeless 
death ;  for  the  righteous  hath  hope  in  his  death,  though  he 
dares  hardly  hope :  but  the  hope  of  the  wicked,  though  he 
presumes,  expires  as  he  gives  up  the  ghost.  Death  makes  a 
baleful  appearance  on  his  pale  horse ;  but  being  followed 
by  hell,  (a  flaming  attendant,)  this  renders  him  infinitely 
more  formidable ;  and  yet  to  the  believer  this  very  same 
death  has  heaven  at  his  back. 

I  see,  then,  that  an  interest  in  him  who  was  dead,  but  is 
now  alive,  and  lives  for  evermore,  only  can  fortify  against 
the  fears  of  death.  0  triumphant  apostle !  may  the  Ancient 
of  days  put  the  song  in  my  mouth,  "  0  death  /  where  is  thy 
sting  ?  O  grave  !  where  is  thy  victory  ?"  Did  I  look  upon 
myself  as  a  sojourner  below,  I  would  often  view  my  depar- 
ture, and  the  longer  I  live,  would  expect  it  nearer  and  near- 
er. Could  a  strong  faith  in  Jesus  slay  this  lion,  out  of  his 
dead  carcase  I  should  suck  honey  and  the  honey-comb. 

Through  divine  grace,  I  will  arm  myself  for  the  encoun- 
ter with  my  last  enemy»  that  I  may  enter  the  lists  with  cour- 
age, and  come  oft'  with  conquest.  Sinners  may  dream  to 
escape  danger  by  being  in  covenant  with  death  ;  but  I  will 
aeek  it  as  the  leading  blessing,  to  be  in  covenant  with  the 
Lord  of  life,  and  then  I  will  claim  all  the  privileges  of  the 
sacred  charter. — Let  me  read  it. — "  All  things  are  yours, 
whether  Paul,  or  ApoUos,  or  Cephas,  or  life,  or  death  !" 
\Vhat,  Death  /,  art  thou  also  a  part  of  my  possession  ?  Who 
'W^juid  thiiik  that  this  haughty  Haman,  the  inveterate  enemy 
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of  a  weeping  Mordecai,  should  carry  the  poor  3oul,  in  the 
sight  of  both  worlds,  to  the  palace  of  the  great  King,  there 
to  abide  for  ever  ? 

Tuesday,  October  %  1764. — This  night  I  confess  before 
thee,  who  only  hast  immortality,  that  I  believe  myself  mor- 
tal. Soon  the  eye  that  guides,  and  the  hand  that  holds  this 
pen,  shall  crumble  into  dust  in  the  cold  grave,  and  my  soul 
shall  go  to  dwell  in  the  world  of  spirits.  0  solemn  remov- 
al !  awful  change  !  eternal  state  !  Is  there  not  a  friend  to 
attend  and  comfort  me  through  all  ?  Ah  .'  no  :  my  friends, 
the  nearest  and  the  dearest,  are  at  best  but  compassionate 
spectators  ;  they  may  weep  at  my  bed-side,  but  cannot  take 
one  blow  for  me  in  the  hottest  battle.  Yea,  the  angels  may 
minister  to  me  on  this  side  the  river,  and  on  that  side  the 
river,  but  not  one  of  them  can  descend  with  me  into  the 
swellings  of  Jordan.  But,  O  merciful  High-Priest !  who  in 
my  nature  hast  tasted  of  death  to  soften  mine,  thou  shaltgo 
down  with  me  into  the  flowing  stream,  and  at  thy  presence 
the  raging  torrent  shall  divide;  and  then,  instead  of  being 
carried  down  the  stream,  I  shall  have  a  pleasant  entrance 
into  Immanuel's  land.  Woe  tohim  that  is  alone  in  the  hour 
of  death!  When  I  fi^ht  my  last  enemy,  be  thou  my  shield  ; 
when  I  walk  in  death's  dark  vale  be  thou  my  sun  ;  and  then 
foes  and  fears  shall    distress  me  no  more. 

One  may  beat  a  snappish  cur  with  a  rod,  but  to  fight  an 
enraged  lion,  requires  other  armour.  It  is  a  small  thing  to 
lie  a  few  days  under  a  disease,  but  another  thing  to  die. 
What  amazing  multitudes  of  disembodied  spirits  stare  full 
in  my  face.'  A  cold  shiver  or  two  shall  enter  me  among 
them  an  iniiabitant  of  the  unseen  world.  I  start  back,  and 
recoil,  but  the  tender  thread  breaks,  and  in  a  moment  1  am 
not,  I  see,  I  feel,  that  it  is  not  an  ea?y  thing  to  die.  Nature 
startles  at  dissolution,  and  the  unprepared  soul  is  over- 
whelmed with  an  horrible  gloom,  that  increases  through  e- 
ternity  itself.  Where  then,  0/  where  shall  I  find  coinforts 
for  my  last  moments?  They  must  come  fi om  above,  for 
the  world  will  avail  me  nothing  in  that  day.  I  will  therfore 
have  recourse  to  the  Promises,  wliich  are  exceeding  great, 
exceeding  precious,  and  exceeding  proper,  proper  to  every 
case  a  child  of  God  can  be  in,  more  precious  than  m.ouatains 
of  prey,  and  great  above  conception  and  thought. 

Tuesdai/y  J\'*ov.  1:2. — Since  1  last  was  viewing  the  unseen 
world,  a  near  neighbour  of  mine  has  been  carried  thither 
without  a  moment's  warning,  or  the  least  intervening^  sick- 
ness^ but  what  he  felt  at  the  expiriftg  groan  ;  and  though  he 
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could  say  notiiing,  yet  the  providence  calls  aloud  to  be  al- 
ways ready.  Then,  I  will  take  hold  of  the  promises,  and, 
by  a  firm  confidence  in  the  Divine  Promisor,  I  shall  be  like 
Zion's  stable  hill,  which  cannot  be  moved  by  rending  winds, 
and  roaring  tempests.  Hast  thou  not  said,  "  I  will  never 
leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee  ?"  Neve*- 1  what  a  world  of  com- 
fort is  in  this  word  !  I  claim  thy  pity,  then,  through  life,  thy 
protection  in  death,  and  thy  presence  through  eternity  it- 
self. O  thou  God  of  all  grace  !  I  will  hold  thee  at  thy  word, 
when  the  shadows  of  the  everlasting  evening  are  stretched 
out  on  me. 

Dec.  r.— It  is  arduous  work  to  die,  and  yet  it  is  work  that 
must  be  done,  and,  as  the  terrors  of  death\vill  endeavour  to 
make  me  loose  my  hold  of  tliis  and  that  promise,  I  will  take 
fast  hold  of  many  promises,  that  I  may  have  strong  confi- 
dence, and  strong  consolations,  in  the  day  of  battle  and 
war.  As  the  love  of  God,  manifested  in  my  dear  Redeem- 
er, begins  my  heaven  on  earth,  so  the  continuance  thereof 
will  sum  my  bliss  above.  Now,  the  promise  is,  that  "  noth- 
ing-shall separate  from  the  love  of  God  ;"  not  all  the  heavy 
affliction  of  this  life,  nor  the  pangs  of  dissolution  and  death ; 
not  the  depth  of  a  fallen  state,  nor  the  height  of  Jehovah's 
throne,  who  dwells  in  light  inaccessible  ancl  full  of  glory. 
Then,  seein*  it  is  my  heaven  to  be  forever  with  thee,  how 
should  death  terrify  me,  which,  instead  of  separating  from 
thee,  brings  me  to  thy  very  throne? — But  another  promise 
is,  that  "  the  Lord  is  and*  will  be  his  people's  keeper,  and 
that  in  all  ticir  wavs."  Then,  thou  wilt  keep  me  in  my  go- 
ing out  of  this  wiirld,  and  my  going  in  to  eternity,  which  the 
high  and  lofty  One  inhabits.  Under  the  care  of  such  a  keep- 
er, what  need  I  fe*ir?  Under  the  protection  of  such  a  God, 
wljat  deed  I  dread  ? — Again,  there  is  another  promise  of 
Vv'hich  I  will  possess  myself,  a  ad  it  is,  that  "  to  the  upright 
there  ariseth  light  in  the  darkness,"  and  that  at  «  evening 
time  there  shall  be  light."  However  dark  my  case  may  be, 
I  will  endeavour  to  believe  the  j)romis^.  Clouds  may  hang 
over  my  head,  storms  and  tempests  may  ro.ir  about  m^^ ;  but 
still  1  am  travelling  on  to  everlasting  light,  to  eternal  day, 
and  my  divine  Guide  leads  the  blind  by  a  way  the^  know 
not. 

Tuesday,  Jni,  1, 1765. — It  is  surely  proper  for  a  mortal,  on 
the  firs{  diiy  oriheyear,  to  think  on  tlie  la>t  rlay  of  his  life. 
I  think  it  aff>rds  me  comfort  to  reflect,  that  vvith  the  last 
year  all  its  toils  are  gone,  and  shall  return  no  more  ;  so  the 
weary  hireling  rejoices  to  see  the  shadows  tall  that  shall 
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finish  Ills  fatigue.  Alas  !  the  year  begins  with  vanity,  and 
ends  with  vexatian  ;  but  happy  he  who  can  improve  both  in 
view  of  hi?  latter  end.  Latter  end  !  Ah  I  how  distant  is 
this  often  from  my  mind  I  And  yet  the  time  is  not  far  off, 
when,  with  the  prophet  of  old,  my  sicivening  pulse  will  stay> 
"  An  end  is  come,  the  end  is  cume,  it  watches  for  thee,  be- 
hold it  is  comv","  And  when  life  expires,  and  time  ends,  awful 
eternity  begins.'  How  shall  I  enter  on  eternity,  and  plunge 
into  the  dread  abyss?  Fain  would  I  make  the  tremendous 
step  in  his  hand  wiiose  name  is,  the  Everlasting  Father,  or 
Father  of  Eternity.  How  shall  I  fasten  my  hold,  and 
strengthen  my  fait;),  that  the  dissolving  pang  shall  not  loose 
it  r  If  thou  art  with  me,  I  v,ill  fear  no  evil,  I  shall  feel  no 
pain. 

Now,  I  v/ill  assemble  all  the  terrors  of  death,  that  I  may 
know  the  strength  of  my  foes,  and  see  what  forces  will  be 
^sufficient  to  meet  tiiis  h'iug  of  terrors,  who  cometh  against 
me  with  ten  thousand  at  his  feet.  I  see,  then,  that  death  is 
dreadful  on  these  accounts  I,  It  separates  soul  and  body, 
which  have  been  many  years  in  the  closest  friendship,  not  to 
mention  the  pangs  and  agonies  that  may  attend  my  last  ill- 
ness. £.  It  rears  an  everlasting  partition  between  the  in- 
habitants of  the  world  and  me.  My  dear,  my  Christian  ac- 
quaintance, we  must  talk  no  more  together,  nor  speak  one 
word,  even  in  con^mendation  of  the  Plant  of  retioivn,  in  his 
house  below.  3.  I  must  leave  my  family  and  friends,  how- 
ever dear,  to  be  exposed  to  the  temptations  of  sin,  the  snares 
of  the  world,  and  the  cruelty  of  designing  men.  4.  I  must 
also  go  by  an  unknown  road,  to  an  unknown  land,  and  an 
unknown  company.  (Is  there  not  an  adventurer  who  will 
undertake  ti/is  journey  for  me  at  any  sum  ?  No,  there  is 
not  one.)  Again,  5.  I  must  stand  in  the  judgement;  and 
the  Judge  is  not  a  man  as  I  am,  but  the  great  God,  before 
whom  tlie  heavens  are  not  clean,  and  in  whose  presence  the 
angels  cover  their  faces.  O  !  hovv  shall  I  appear.'  And  yet 
I  muse  appear,  anu  know  not  how  soon.  6.  And  to  sura  up 
all,  when  I  go  from  this  world,  I  shall  never  return.  Now, 
God  reproves,  rebukes,  and  exercise;^  patience,  that  I  may 
amend  ;  but  tnen  my  sentence  wilt  Be  irrevocable,  and  fixed 
for  eti-rnity  itsilf.  "  When  I  hear,  my  belly  trembles,  my 
lips  quiver  at  the  ac'ou  it,  rottenness  enters  into  my  bones^ 
and  I  tremijle  iii  myself,  that  i  may  rest  in  the  day  of  trou- 
ble." 

Now,  if  I  can  balance  these  tremendous  views,  I  may 
gather  courage  for  the  decisive  hour ;  and  only  an  intere^ 
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in  Jesus  can  do  this.  1  appeal  tlieii  to  thee,  0  searcher  of 
hearts  I  that  I  have  taken  thee  fur  mj  Saviour,  and  the  cov- 
enant of  thy  rich  grace  for  my  salvation.     Sin  ami  hell  shall 
not  shake  my  faith  in  thee,  for  I  desire  to  act  faith  anev/  on 
thee  every  day,  as  if  1  had  never  believed  before.     Then,  if, 
on  the  strongest  evidences,  after  the  severest  scrutiny,  and 
plainest  dealing  with  mine  own  soul,  I  shall  find  I  have  an 
interest  in  Jesus,  terrors  will  flee  away,  and  the  dark  step 
be  converted  into  a  delightful  and  inviting  journe3^     As  to 
the  first,  then,  though  death  separate  soul  and  body,  it  is  but 
for  a  few  years;  nor  shall  my  sleeping  dust  be  cast  out  of 
his  care,  who  for  my  sake  was  laid  in  the  silent  grave ;  and 
my  deathless  soul  enters  into  the  presence  and  into  the  joy 
of  my  Lord.     And  as  to  the  second,  all  my  Christian  friends 
shalf  arrive  at  the  better  country  also  ;   we  part  for  a  little, 
but  meet  to  part  no  more.     But  O  wiiat  a  happy  change  do 
I  make.'  I  leave  the  church  militant,  toioin  the  church  trium- 
phant; the  company  of  men,  for  the  society  of  angels  ;  in  a 
AYord,  I  leave  the  inhabitants  of  the  world,  to  go  into  the 
beatific  vision  of  Jehovah  and  the  Lamb,  where,  in  the  high- 
est strains,  I  shall  commend  the  Plant  of  renown,  and  never 
cease,  and  never  tire  .'  Again,  third,  well  may  I  commit  my 
friends  and  family,  however  young,  however  helpless,  to  him 
who  rules  in  eternity  and  time.     A  weak  faith  may  doubt, 
but  a  faithful  God,  an  omnipotent  helper,  cannot  faint  nor 
fail.     His  grace  is  not  less  sufficient,  for  them  that  I  am  no 
Piore,  and  the  intercession  of  the  divine  Advocate  before  the 
t    one,  is  more  prava  ent  than  the  tears  and  prayers  of  ten- 
thousand  friends.     Fourthy  what  need  I  be  afraid  of  an  un- 
known road,  when  my  dearest  friend  shall  be  my  guide  ?  or 
of  an  unknown  land,  seeing  it  is  my  Father's  country,  and 
all  the  inhabitants  are  friends,  who  will  make  me  welcome 
to  the  seats  of  bliss  ?  There  is  neither  sin  nor  sinner  there. 
O  !  why  do  not  I  long  to  be  in  a  world  of  innocents,  when 
the  wicked  so  abound  here?  Fifth,  the  Judge  indeed  is  not 
a  man,  but  he  is  God-man  ;  and  he  that  suftered  for  me  on 
the  cross,  intercedes  for  me  at  his  Father's  throne,  and  car- 
ries my  name  on  his  breast,  will  not  condemn  me   in  that 
day     Though  his  eyes  are  as  a  flame    of  fire,  yet,  when 
wrapped  in  the  Surety's  righteousness,  even  divine  Omni- 
science shall  not  see  a  spot  in  my  soul,  nor  a  blot  in  my 
life.    He  is  not  a  man  ;  indeed  this  is  my  comfort,  because 
he  cannot  change,  and  will  not  deny  himself.     Now,  if  he 
acquit  in  the  word  of  grace,  in  the  promise,  and  in  the  court 
of  conscience,  seeing  Jesus  my  Saviour  is  the  same,  jester^ 
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<3ay  In  the  purpose  of  his  love,  today  in  the  application  of 
his  grace,  and  forever  in  the  perform  nee  of  his  promise,  he 
will  ai.-o  acquit  me  in  that  tremendous  (?ay.  And  sivth, 
as  to  returtiing  a^ain  to  tim-.-  and  the  world,  did  I  ever  be- 
wail the  length  of  the  summer,  and  lon^;  f  >r  the  return  ot 
stormy  winter?  DiJ  I  ever  lament  my  continued  health, 
and  cry  for  piiiino;  sickness  ?  So,  were  I  once  entered  these 
regions  of  immortal  joy,  the  thoughts  of  leavin^r  them  would 
be  like  death.  Oie  glance  of  the  heavenly  country  would 
mike  the  world  a  hovvli?ig  desert.  Tne  first  -ight  of  Im- 
maniit  I's  face  \v  ;uld  m\ke  m-^;  torget  and  misken  rny  dear- 
est friends,  and  think  t.iem  none  of  my  c  jnceriis.  I  wiiL 
-jiever  think  so  iitde  of  heaven,  as  to  desire  to  reairn  to  the 
confines  of  hell.  To  find  myself  before  the  tiiroiie,  v, ill  ra- 
vish ;  but  to  kno>v  that  I  snail  d  .veil  at  the  throne  for  ever 
and  ever,  will  fi-.l  wit'i  transport,  and  enlarge  mv  joy.  Now, 
if  I  can  lead  this  lion  like  a  la  ivj,  I  ne('d  not  fear  any  beast 
of  the  field  ;  if  death  is  no  m  >re  terrible,  of  wliat  need  I  be 
afraid  r  Hence  I  will  stmly  to  live  so  habitually  prepared 
f.r  death,  that  I  shall  never  be  surprised,  though  my  friends 
and  the  world  may. 

I  may  fall  in  the  open  field,  or  drop  down  by  the  way-side, 
or  die  unseen  in  the  silent  night;  yet  I  shiill  not  die  as  the 
fool  dieth.  *'  O  death  I  where  is  thy  stu-g  r  O  grave,  wh.ere 
is  thy  victory  ?"  Indeed  I  must  die,  and  must  rot ;  but  death 
shall  be  my  deliverance,  and  tiie  grave  a  bed  of  rest. 

Tuesday  Fabruary  5. — Many  things  may  take  place  at  my 
deatii,  that  may  make  the  world  look  on  it  jis  a  melanchuiV 
scene  ;  it  is  possible  I  may  lie  on  my  death-bed,  deprived  oi 
reason,  a:id  entertain  my  last  visitants  wiin  nonsense  ;  yea, 
and  enter  eternity,  not  knowing  when  or  w'lither  I  go. 
Surely  it  would  be  pleasant  to  employ  rny  last  moments  in 
commending  precious  Christ;  but  a  disordered  body  shall 
not  make  my  sympathising  High-Priest  forget  me.  A  rav- 
ing fever  may  break  the  frame  of  my  body,  but  shall  not 
breaK.  the  covenant  of  grace  that  secures  my  endless  happi- 
ness. What  needs  the  child,  that  is  under  his  mother's  in- 
spection care  whether  he  be  awake  or  asleep  when  laid  by 
her  to  rest  r  It  will  not  mar  his  repose,  that  he  was  carried 
to  it  wlien  slumbering  ;  so  the  joys  of  heaven  will  not  be  less 
rapturous  that  I  am  possessed  of  them  ere  aware.  What 
wonder  tnat  the  innabitants  are  confused  when  the  house  is 
falling  about  their  heads  r  so  wherefore  should  I  be  surpris- 
ed that  rny  faculties  are  in  a  tumult,  when  the  union  between 
my  soul  and  body  is  dissolving?  Disease  may  fiercely  at- 
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tack  my  feble  nature,  but  cannot  touch  mj  state.  Indeed, 
such  things  taking  place  at  death,  strongly  and  vehemently 
forbid  delaying  the  ^reat  work  till  then,  when  a  man  may  be 
HO  more  himself,  till  he  is  no  more.  Therefore,  in  the  calm 
and  tranquil  day  of  life,  while  in  the  full  use  amd  exercise 
of  my  reason,  I  desire  to  prepare  for  every  thing  that  is  aw- 
ful in  the  last  onset  of  vny  last  enemy. 

But,  again,  1  may  lie  long  on  a  death  bed,  and  become  a 
Wrden  to  myself,  and  to  my  friends.  Well,  who  will  think 
much  to  taste  the  cup  of  affliction,  who  is  to  drink  o{  ih^  riv- 
ers of  pleasures  through  an  endless  evermore  ?  It  well  be- 
comes the  heirs  of  glory  to  wait  on  God  all  their  appointed 
time,  till  their  change  come.  It  is  an  easy  task  to  tell  my 
troubles,  and  sumujTmy  sorrows,  which  diminish  every  time 
I  number,  till  they  are  finished  in  the  last  pang.  I  may 
sleep  little,  but  time  sleeps  less  ;  and  with  time  ail  my  tem- 
pora'i  troubles  shall  enil.  My  body  may  suffer  long  and  sore, 
snd  toss  and  tumble,  and  find  no  rest^,  through  the  severity 
of  mv  disease  ;  but  my  God  m.easures  evei7  fit  of  sickness, 
every  throw  of  pain  ;  anil,  whatever  impatience  and  unbelief 
may  think,  he  is  compassionate,  and  wdl  not  crush  under 
foot  a  prisoner  of  hope.  Soon  shall  my  weary  dust  rest 
sweetly  in  the  silent  grave,  and  my  soul  rise  to  the  raptures 
of  the  higher  heaven. 

But  I  may  die  of  some  loathesome  disease,  and  lie  in  such 
a  deplorable  condition,  that  few  will  think  to  come  near  me. 
Well,  the  body  that  has  been  often  defiled  by  sin,  may  at 
last  be  filled  with  stench  and  corruption,  yet  being  redeem- 
ed by  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus,  it  shall  at  last  be  raised 
up  a  glorious  body.  Vv'hat  need  I  care  how  my  clay  look 
that  must  perish,  or  my  countenance  be  disfiigured  with  pain, 
when  many  worthies  have  been  so  before  me  r  Job  was  such 
an  altered'  person,  that  his  friends  at  some  distance  knew 
liim  not.  But  why  mention  saints,  when  it  is  witnessed  of 
the  King  of  saints,  though  fairer  than  the  sons  of  men,  that 
Ids  visage  was  more  marred  than  any  man,  and  his  form 
more  than  the  sons  of  men1  It  matters  not  much  how  dust 
return  to  dust,  since  (O  glorioas  prospect/)  Christ  shall 
change  this  vile  body,  iliat  it  may  be  fashioned  like  unto  his 
glorious  body. 

Ao;ain,  death  may  deprive  me  of  all  my  near  relations,  so 
that"in  my  last  sickness  I  may  not  have  a  friend  to  hold  up 
my  head,  or  put  his  hand  on  rnine  eyes,  when  those  that  look 
out  at  the  windows  are  darkened  !  What  althougii  r  Is  it 
not  recorded  of  the  glorious  Sufferer,  that  all  his  followers 
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and  friends  forsook  him,  and  fled  r  Though  thou  shouldest 
make  desolate  all  my  company,  yet  in  thy  favour  shall  I  find 
my  friends,  my  home,  my  heaven. 

How  comfortable  to  think,  that  those  who  perish  lest  de- 
serve the  name  of  friends,  and  that  my  best  Friend  is  the 
immortal  God,  eternal  in  his  essence,  and  unchangeable  in 
his  love  I  Well  may  I  put  up  with  few  friends  in  this  world, 
who  am  going  to  a  world  of  friends,  where  there  is  neither 
sin  nor  self,  feud  nor  fraud  ;  yea,  to  a  Fiuend  nearer,  and 
dearer,  and  better  than  them  all. 

Tuesday,  April  2.— O  how  difficult  do  I  find  it  to  bring 
my  thoughts  downlo  the  grave,  and  to  welcome  my  decease- 
Am  I  any  more  impressed  with  the  thoughts  of  mortality 
than  I  was  some  months  ago  r     And  yet,  whether  I  believe 
it  or  not,  I  am  so  many  months  nearer  my  latter  end.  Jiure- 
ly  the  tenant  that  will  not  think  upon  term-daijy  seems  ill 
provided  for  it ;  and  yet,  what  a  fool   must  he  be  that  will 
not  look  forward,  when  he  is  warned  away,  and  cannot  sit 
still?    Even   so,  I  have  warnings  of  my  mortality  daily  ; 
not  a  meal  of  meat,  but  tells  me  that  the  building,  which  dai- 
ly needs  propping  and   supporting,  will  tumble  down  at 
last.    Not  a  sleep  I  take,  but  might  mmd  me  of  the  sleep  ol* 
death  ;  indeed,  the  diiference  seems  to  be,  that  the^  sleep  in 
death  is  deeper  zvA  longer  than  in  the  repose  of  night.     In 
the  one,  my  soul  is  fettered;  in  the  other,  fed.    In  the  first. 
I  sleep  for  hours;  in  the  last,  for  ages.     The  most  part  of 
people  can  own  their  mortality,  and  I  as  v;ell  as  they  ;  but 
if  I  bring  my  confession  home,  and  aslc  myself,  "  Ami  wil- 
ling to  bid   friends  and  familiars,  cares  and  concerns,  pro- 
jects and  enterprises,  pleasures  and  deliglits,  in  a  v/ord,  life 
and  its  joys,  time  and  its  contents,  the  ivorld  andits  whokt 
a  long  and  everlasting  farewell,  and  that  at  a  moment's 
warning  r"   Alas  !  how  am  I  nonplussed,  and  at  a  loss  what 
to  say  ?     I  desire  to  deplore  my  attachment  to  time  and  the 
things  of  time,  and  to  cry  for  that  grace  by  which  I  will  be 
able  to  say,  I  profess  I  die  daily,  even  to  look  and  wait  for 
death  every  day.     The  ^ay  and  unthinking  part  of  niLinkind 
are  of  opinion,  that  the  though ;s  of  death  pall  tlie  joys  of  lifej 
but  this  IS  a  vast  miatai^e,  f)r  iie  never  enjoys   life  arij^iit, 
that  is  terrified  and  distracted  at  the  approach  of  death. 
Corrupt  nature  (like  wicked  Haman  with  his  great  eye-sore, 
Mordecai)  would  have  all  care  and  concern  about  deat'i  ta- 
ken out  of  tne  way,  that  they  may  go  merrily  to  tp.eir  revels; 
it  the  expectant  of  a  better  world,  v.ould  only  have  the  too 
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great  fear  of  death  removed,  like  cruel  Haman  from  his  dan^ 
gerous  dignity;  then  the  whole  man,  like  the  Jews  in  the 
city  Shuslian,  would  have  joy  and  gladness,  a  feast,  and  a 
good  day.  Surely,  a  right  prospect  of  death  heightens  the 
joys,  and  blunts  the  griefs  of  life;  for  if,  when  the  storm 
beats  against  me,  I  can  look  beyond  dissolution,  and  see  an 
eternal  calm  ;  or  if,  when  the  sun  shines  upon  me,  I  can  look 
forward,  and  see  all  the  blessings  of  peace,  plenty,  prosper- 
ity, jo}-,  life,  light,  love,  friendship,  rapture,  and  complacen- 
cy, heightened  above  thought,  must  not  I  be  happy  in  any 
condition  ?  and  thrice  happy  in  comparison  of  that  state  in 
which  I  use  the  enjoyments  of  life,  as  a  thief  would  do  sto- 
len goods,  under  continual  apprehensions  of  being  seized  by 
the  constable  or  Serjeant  Death,  of  having  my  joys  snatched 
away,  and  myself  shut  up  in  everlasting  jail.  David  would 
not  go  against  Goliath  in  Saul's  royal  mail,  because  he  had 
not  proved  it;  so,  I  should  prove  the  armour  1  intend  to  use 
in  the  decisive  combat;  and  truly  nothing  will  do  like  a 
strong,  a  steady  faith  in  mine  exalted  Redeemer.  While 
philosophical  and  rational  arguments  avail  nothing  to  the 
combatant,  like  Saul's  cumbrous  mail,  faith,  like  David's 
humble  sling  and  stone,  will  lay  the  grinning  giant  on  the 
ground  ;  and  0  to  be  trying  it  daily  at  lesser  marks,  which 
1  cannot  want  in  aland  where  I  must  walk  by  faith  ;  that  I 
may  be  expert  at  last,  and,  by  the  Spirit's  aid,  sink  the  stone 
in  the  monster's  forehead  ! 

How  strange  is  it  that  the  traveller  should  daily  com- 
plain of  the  length  of  his  journey,  and  yet  walking  in  every 
bye- way  that  can  cast  him  about,  and  lengthen  his  journey  I 
Hov/  surprising  that  he  should  pretend  that  he  never  can  be 
iiappy  till  arrived  at  home,  and  yet  daily  setting  out  for  home 
as  long  as  he  can  !  Alas  !  even  so  it  is  with  me  ;  for  though 
i  complain  of  the  toils  of  life,  yet  where  are  ray  sincere  long- 
ings for  the  better  life  ?  Though  I  believe  I  will  never  be 
happy  till  in  heaven,  yet  how  long  can  I  put  off  without  my 
highest  happiness,  and  completest  bliss  !  I  would  gladly  go 
to  God,  yet  how  astonishing  that  I  would  rather  chuse  Eli- 
jah's forty  days  journey  through  a  dreary  wilderness  to  the 
mount  of  God,  than  his  sudden  ascent  to  the  throne  of  God  ! 
Now,  though  by  adoption  I  belong  to  thy  family,  O  Father 
of  mercies  !  yet  while  my  disposition  is  such,  should  death 
apprehend  me,  what  better  would  my  case  be  than  a  run- 
av/ay  son's,  to  whom,  being  brought  back  by  force,  his  father's 
house,  though  a  glorious  palace,  would  in  that  event  become 
a  gloomy  prison ! 
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^rhoygh  I  cannot  say  I  long  for  heaven  as  I  sho-aid,  yet  I 
<'.an  say  I  long  for  that  day,  when  I  shall  be  able  to  say,  I 
long,  I  pant  for  heaven.  Then  the  enchantments  of  life,  and 
the  terrors  of  death,  shall  detain,  shall  deter  no  more. 

May  1. — Tiiis  day  a  parent  is  carried  to  his  long  home, 
who,  not  long  ago,  depiored  the  apprehended  decease  of  a 
child ;  but  little  thought  he  that  (ffeath's  suspended  scythe 
should,  passing  the  child,  sweep  himself  away  !  The  tra- 
gedy is  continued,  but  the  persons  changed.  The  tears  still 
trickle,  but  are  turned  from  the  parent's  eye,  that  being  shut 
in  death,  and  pour  down  the  children's  cheeks. 

Surely,  then,  the  shortness  of  my  life,  and  uncertainty  of 
my  death,  should  make  me  say  little  of  the  decease  of  my 
nearest  relations.  When  death  strikes  at  a  family,  and  cuts 
off  one  member,  every  member  being  alike  mortal,  the  infant 
with  the  man  of  grey  hairs,  the  time  that  is  given  to  the  rest 
ought  to  be  better  employed  than  in  mourning  and  murmur- 
ing at  Pro  vifi  en  ce. 

Tuesday,  May  T.— Death  is  the  feller,  and  the  word  is  the 
forest,  and  round  about  me  every  day  he  is  cutting  down. 
Now  an  old  stock  falls,  then  a  young  tree  ;  the  fair  spread- 
ing tree  and  the  barren  shrub  are  laid  along  the  ground,  and 
I  cannot  long  escape,  for  the  forest  must  be  cleared  away; 
not  one  generation  shall  stand  in  the  way  of  another  :  But 
t!)e  tree,  in  one  sense,  has  the  better  of  me,  for  it  grows  up 
again  in  the  same  place  it  was  cut  down;  Othat,  in  another 
sense,  I  may  have  the  better  of  it,  in  growing  like  the  palm 
tree  in  the  paradise  of  God,  and  flourishing;  in  a  better  soil 
than  that  in  which  I  fell  ! 

Wednesday,  Jlug,  1.— -The  value  of  things  are  best  known 
by  comparisons.  Let  me,  then,  run  an  imperfect  parallel  be- 
tvveen  this  present  life  I  now  enjoy,  in  all  its  best  things,  as 
well  as  its  worst  things,  and  that  better  life  I  expect  after 
death. 

In  this  life  I  may  have  at    But— in  that  I  shall  have  al- 
times.  u'ays, 

1.  A  mortal  health,  1.  Eternal  vigour. 

2.  Some  tainted  pleasures,        2.  Pure  delights  and  holy 

raptures. 

3.  A  few  friends  for  a  few  3.  All  my  friends  about  me 
"^js>  for  ever. 

4.  Some  acres  of  ground,  4.  An  unbounded  inheri- 

tance in  the  heavenly  Ca- 
naan. 

5.  Fine  clothing  of  wool,       5.  Robes  of  righteousness^ 
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6.  An  house  painted  with 
Vermillion, 

7.  Bread  to  eat,  and  water 
to  drink, 

8.  A  portion   of  the  good 
things  of  time; 


and  garments  of  glory. 

6.  A  house  not  made  with 
hands. 

7.  The  hidden  manna,  and 
the  river  of  life. 

8.  The  glorious  treasurse 
of  eternity. 


Spiritual  Good  Things, 
In  this  life  I  may  have.      But  in  that  life  I  s?ialZ  have, 


1.  Communications  of  grace 

2.  Freedom  from  the  reign 
of  sin, 

3.  Glances  of  faith, 

4.  God  in  his  ordinances. 

5.  Manifestations  of  love, 


6.  Access  to  the  throne  of 
grace. 


1.  Eternal  glory. 

2.  Deliverence  from  the 
being  of  sin. 

3.  Immediate  vision. 

4.  Uninterrupted  commu- 
nicn. 

5.  All  the  transports  of  e- 
ternal  assurance,  and  ever- 
lasting bliss. 

6.  Uninterrupted  attend- 
ance at  the  throne  of  glory. 


Now,  what  a  wide  difference  is  there  between  my  best 
state  here,  and  the  better,  the  blessed  state  above.'  But  how 
will  it  still  widen,  when  my  worst  condition  is  brought  into 
one  side  of  the  comparison  !  with  this  melancholy  addition, 
that  I  am  oftenest  in  my  worst  stats. 


In  this  life,  then, 
1. 1  often  sin  against  Gcd, 

2. 1  go  mourning  w'ithout 
the  sun, 

3. 1  dwell  in  the  valley  of 
Achor,  and  mine  exercise  is 
lamentation  and  mourning, 
and  my  daily  attendants  sor- 
row and  woe, 

4.  Death  snatches  away  my 
nearest  and  dearest  friends, 
and  with  them  crops  all  the 
joys  of  life, 


But— in  that  life, 
1. 1  shall  never  offend  the 
eyes  of  his  glory. 

2.  My  sun  shall  go  down  no 
more,  and  the  days  of  my 
mourning  shall  be  ended. 

3.  I  shall  dwell  on  the 
mount  of  communion,  and 
mine  exercise  be  hallelujah. 
and  hosannah,  and  mine  at- 
tendants transport  and  joy.  ^ 

4-  Jesus,  my  best  Friend, 
shall  for  evercheer  my  rav- 
ished eyes^andfillmy  folded 
arms. 
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^  5.  ^fj  knowledge  of  divine        5.  I  shall  kno^'  even  as  I 

tilings  is  very  lame,  am  known. 

6.  My  graces  often  are  baf-  6.  Aii  my  graces  shall 
fled  by  prevailing  corruption  wear  the  crown  of  perfec- 
and  a  tempting  devil,  tion . 

7.  Disease  attacks  me  of-  7.  I  shall  never  complaifi 
ten,  and  death  attends  me  al-  of  sickness,  being  above  the 
^vays,  reach  of  sin  and  death.  * 

8.  I  am  often  too  ready  to  8. 1  shall  serve  him  day  and 
say,  wliat  a  weariness  is  it  to  night  with  rapture  and  de- 
serve God  ?  light. 

9.  I  daily  see  tra^ngressors,  9.  There  shall  not  be  one 
and  am  grieved  with  self-des-  Canaanite  in  all  the  house  ot' 
troyers,  God,  one  sinner  in   all   the 

land  of  glory. 

10.  Both  vain  and  wicked  10.  My  soul  shall  be  swept 
thoughts  often,  alas  !  too  of-  of  all  the  trash  of  sin,  and  all 
ten  rise,  rage,  and  ravage  in  my  thoughts  shall  soar  inad- 
my  mind,  oration,  and  dissolve  in  love. 

11.  Often  my  society  is  a-        11. 1  shall  associate  myself 
niong  those  that  seem  to  have  with    the   general    assembly 
no  fellowship  with  the  Father  and  church  of  the  first-born, 
nor  his  son  Christ  Jesus. 


Tuesdai/,  Sept.  S. — Seeing  the  difference  is  so  wide,  what 
a  wonder  that  I  am  not  daily  longing  for  the  better  life  I  If 
Joseph's  felicity  made  him  forget,  not  only  his  toil,  but  his 
father,  and  his  father's  house,  surely,  when  I  arrive  at  the 
kingdom  of  my  heavenly  father,  alTthe  tender  fo  idness  of 
friend  and  brother,  of  parent  and  husband,  will  be  swallowed 
up  in  nearer  relations,  and  lost  in  a  diviner  love. 

Would  not  the  prisoner  venture  o:it  at  a  dark  passage  to 
the  bread  d^y  ?  So,  thoun;h  death  be  a  dark  step,  yet  the  in- 
viting glories  of  an  eternal  world  lie  beyond  it,  the  dawning 
beams  of  which  enlighten  the  dreary  shado'.v. 

Heaven  has  spared  me  a  twelve-month  since  I  began  to 
think  on  death  at  set  periods;  but  O  what  a  small  progress 
have  T  made  ! 

JS'^ovemher  9. — This  day  one  of  some  rank  is  thought  near 
death,  and  an  express  circulates  among  the  relations,  to  has- 
ten them  to  their  dying  friend.  And  indeed  tl  e  friendly  hand 
may  wipe  the  cold  sweats  of  death  from  the  pal?  counte- 
nance;  but  when  the  chilling  fears  of  dissolution  attack  me 
in  my  last  moments,  may  my  sympathising  Saviour  dispel 
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my  fears,  dry  my  sorrows,  and  streno;then  my  extreme  weak- 
ness ?  When,  ill  the  hour  of  dissolution,  all  my  friends  shall 
stand  estranj^ed  from  me,  may  I  have  the  presence  of  that 
divine  FRiExND  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother  ;  so  close, 
that  the  stroke  ttiat  breaks  the  union  between  soul  and  body, 
shall  not  divide  my  soul  and  him. 

How  am  T  astonished  at  the  news  of  my  acquaintance's 
death  !  The  inhabitant  of  a  populous  city  lies  alone  in  the 
open  field  !  tiiough  enriched  with  the  nearest  ami  most  loving 
relations,  yet  neither  wife,  children,  nor  servant,  are  present 
to  support  him  in  his  last  pangs  !  tho'Ji>;h  master  of  a  good 
house',  and  a  soft  bed,  yet  uiides*  a  stormy  sky,  and  on  the 
coid  ground,  he  breathes  his  last !  thuu^^^  not  inureci  to  tra- 
velling in  the  nig'^.t,  yet  in  a  \'tvy  dark  night  he  undertakes 
his  long,  his  la-t  journey ;— sets  out  for,  and  arrives  at,  the 
world  of  spirits  !  '^ 

I  see,  then,  thit  i  may,  in  the  midst  of  numerous  friends, 
diQ  alove  as  disregarded;  but  let  me  claim  thee  as  mine  in- 
separable friend,  and  then,  tiiono;h  all  my  relations  were  pre-" 
senc,  I  shftll  have  no  use  f)r  Htmi,  or,  though  absent,  sh.ill 
suffer  f>o  loss.  Ail  the  melanclioly  circumstances  of  dect^ase, 
to  tlie  heir  of  heaven,  only  enhance  the  felicity  of  the  better 
state.  Through  Hre  anfl  water  the  sons  of  promise  arrive  at 
the  ivealthy  place:  and,  though  nature  recoil,  it  is  a  pleasant 
flooil  that  conveys  into  those  rivers  of  pleasures  that  are  at 
thy  right-hand  ;  and  it  is  a  friendly  flame,  though  nature 
shrink  at  the  sight,  and  friends  shudder  at  the  account,  that 
consumes  the  prison,  and  carries  the  soul  into  the  presence 
of  God. 

JVednesday,  JanA,  1766.— Though  my  days  be  an  hand- 
breadth,  and  mine  age  as  nothing  in  thine  eye,  thine  eternity 
satisfies  all  my  desires. 

Jan.  20. — These  days  by  gone,  I  have  had  some  severe  at- 
tacks of  pain,  whereby  I  may  see  tliat  I  am  like  a  besieged 
city,  against  which  the  enemy  makes  nearer  and  nearer  ap- 
proaches, now  opens  one  battery,  then  another  ;  and  though 
there  be  frequent  intermissions,  yet  the  siege  will  not  be 
raised  till  the  city  be  stormed  and  taken.  But  these  obser- 
vations I  could  not  make,  till  mine  indisposition  was  gone  ; 
why  then  delay  the  great  work  till  the  hour  of  death  .^  May 
I  neverfail  in  with  such  extravagant folsy. 

Feb.  1.— David  had  his  last  words,  and,  swan-like,  sang 
sweetest  at  his  last;  but  1  know  not  what  may  be  my  last 
words  ;  then,  since  ignorant  of  mine  ultima  verba,  may  my 
penultima  be  a  song  of  triumph  over  death  and  the  grave. 
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March  l.--One  great  cause  of  earth ly-mindedn ess  is, 
casting  death  out  of  heart  and  eye.  Thoi^h  we  were  per- 
mitted to  d.vell  on  this  side  the  ^rave  forever,  what  could 
v/e  do  more  for  ihe  world  than  we  do?  or  what  less  thouii;ht 
and  concern  for  the  other  world  couid  we  take  than  we  do? 
How  great,  then,  is  our  foilv,  when  we  are  only  sojourners 
for  a  day  / 

.^r.ril  3.— Two  days  ago  I  found  myself  a  little  indispos- 
ed, Out  0  how  averse  to  Ihink  of  going  hence  /  Yet,  did  I 
hate  sin  and  love  holiness  as  I  ought,  I  would  surely  Ion"- 
for  that  period  that  would  deliver  me  from  the  one,  and 
perfect  me  in  the  other;  and  death  is  that  hapuy period. 

The  prudent  warrior,  that  knows  his  enemies  art  deter- 
mined to  attack,  will  always  be  on  ids  guard  ;  even  so  death, 
I  know,  will  sooner  or  later  (and  the  longer  the  delay  the 
nearer  tlie  attack)  bo  upon  me  in  all  his  sti  .?"ngth  and  terrors ; 
therefore  I  have  much  need  to  watch,  that  I  be  not  pluno-ed 
into  eternity  at  unau ares.  ® 

One  in  high  life  is  sick;  but  disease  and  death  are  the 
same  from  the  ^lirone  to  the  dunghill,  and  neither  i:i\Q. 
kind  friend,  nor  the  carefdi  servant,  nor  the  skilled  phy- 
sician, nor  the  cheering  cordial  nor  the  fine  room,  nor  the 
soft  bed,  can  diminish 'the  anguish,  or  brigliten  the  dark 
scene;  but  thy  love  ;  O  thou  best  of  Friends  !  can  pour  in 
seraphic  joys  in  the  hour  of  dissolution,  on  the  brink  of  the 
grave. 

Tuesday,  dug.  5.— O  how  little  progress  do  I  make  to- 
ward eternity  !  Time  flies  away,  but  I  linger  stili ;  then 
may  not  I  at  last  be  surprised  r  Shall  every  thing  about  me 
make  haste,  but  my  soul,  in  prepraring  for  pulli-ig  of  this 
dody  ?  Soon  it  will  be  a  burden,  and  yet  how  burdensome 
are  the  thougnts  of  getting  quit  of  this*  burden  ! 

Sept.  1. — While  this  month  begins  with  me,  an  acquain- 
tance this  day  has  begun  eternity.  O  en«iless  eternity  ! 
O  state  unknown  /  Of  what  solenin  assembly  is  he  now  a 
member/  and  time,  and  the  things  of  time,  are  now  of  no 
account  with  him. 

Tuesday  Sept.  2.— Again  I  remind  myself  of  my  mor- 
tality ;  and  whether  I  be  prepared  to  meet  death  or  not, 
death  ib  prepared  to  mee.  me. 

I  profess  a  belief  of  dissolution,  O  to  practice  it  too  ! 
Then  sisall  my  views  of  a  luture  world  be  brighter,  and  pre- 
sent th'i.gs  shdU  sink  in  my  esteem. 

Tho  .^h  nun  .  hould  tremble  before  me,  it  would  r.ot  make 
the  king-  of  terrors  less  terrible  ;  but  if  God,  who  does 
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wonders  past  finding  out,  smile  on  me,  I  shall  smile  in  tbe 
face  of  death,  and  laugh  at  the  shaking  of  his  spear. 

Oct,  2. — If  invited  to  a  royal  feast,  and  noble  entertain- 
ment, I  will  not  much  regard  the  appearance  of  the  laes^ 
senger  sent  from  my  friend,  whether  fair  and  well-favoured 
or  surly  and  morose;  knowing  that  the  master  of  the  feast^ 
is  mv  real  friend,  and  will  make  nie  very  welcome.  P:^ven 
so,  though  (ieath  should  come  in  all  his  terrors,  he  is  but  a 
messenger  to  call  me  home  ;  and  I  am  assured  of  his  favour 
who  semis  him,  and  may  go  cheerfully  at  his  command, 

25, — This  day  I  attended  the  funeral  of  one  who,  return- 
ing from  a  visit  made  to  his  friends,  expires  in  the  open  air, 
falls  from  his  horse,  and  embraces  the  cold  gr{»und  !  Little 
did  ihe  family  think  that  morning,  when  both  the  heads  set 
out,  that  one  of  them  had  a  very  long  journey  before  him, 
even  to  the  invisible  world  of  spirits  /  Had  an  angel  whis- 
pered in  tliis  person's  ear  at  his  friend's  table,  *Thou  hast 
but  four  or  five  hours  to  live,' his  soul  must  have  felt  an 
anxious  confusion,  which  neither  the  entertainment  nor  the 
company  could  remove  !  The  married  pair,  on  whom  forty- 
four  anual  suns  had  shone,  are  separated  forever  without  a 
fare-well.  Though  all  alone  together  on  the  way,  the  dy- 
ing person  speaks  not  a  word,  nor  utters  a  groan. 

Whatever  I  do,  death  attends  me;  wherever  I  go  death 
follows  me;  Then,  my  friends,  be  not  surprised  though  I 
leave  you  in  som.e  such  way  as  this.  _ 

Tuesday,  Dec,  2.~Kind  Heaven  continues  my  life  ;^0 
may  I  prepare  for  my  latter  end  .'  In  this  last  month  of  the 
yeaV,  every  thing  around  me  proclaims  mortality.  The  ilowry 
family  is  cut  off;  tlie  fields  are  stript  of  their  verdure,  and 
the  trees  of  their  leaves  ;  the  day  is  short  and  the  heavens 
are  black,  aiid  the  music  of  the  skies  is  no  more  ;  thus  eve-^ 
ry  thing  points  me  to  my  latter  end,  and  seems  prepared  to* 
take  its  part  m  the  mourning. 

Thursday,  Jan,  1.  1797.— As  mortals  count  their  time,  I 
fall  asleep  in  one  year,  and  awake  in  another  :  so  soon  siiall 
the  sleep  of  death  transfer  me  to  another  world.  Alas  I 
that  1  s^^ould  think  so  little  on  my  last  concern  ! 

Tuesday,  Jan,  6.-- One  may  be  ready  to  think,  why  so 
much  care  and  concern  for  a  moaieut,  for  death  is  on-^ 
ly  for  a  moment  ;  but  it  is  a  moment  on  which  eternity 
depends.  While  viewiny;  death  at  a  distance,  I  may  be. 
ready  to  think,  with  forward  Peter,  that  at  m)  Lord's 
call  I  will  venture  calmly  into  the  waters  ;  but  per- 
haps, whea   among   the-    roiling  waves,  I  may  begin   t». 
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sink.  What  then  r  Mj  gracious  Saviour  will  be  nigh,  and 
stretch  out  his  helping  hand. 

Tuesday  Feb.  3.-— I  die  bv  little  and  little,  and  insensi- 
bly pass  away:  so  is  the  growth  of  the  corn;  one  cannot 
perceive  it  increase  at  all,  yet  it  arrives  at  harvest,  is  cut 
down,  and  never  more  shall  clothe  the  fields.  But  poor 
mortals  are  cut  down  at  all  seasons,  in  the  early  bud  of  ver- 
dant spring,  the  blooming  summer  or  mature  autumn. — 
Hence,  I  see,  however  unprepared  in  other  respects,  I  am 
always  ripe  enough  for  the  scythe  of  death. 

Tiiesdaf/,  April  7. — Tiie  earth  is  putting  on  a  new  face, 
and  nature  begins  to  smile  ;  but  from  the  womb  I  am  jour- 
neying downward  till  1  arrive  at  the  dark  chambers  of  death. 

0  I  then,  that,  like  precious  grain,  the  glory  of  my  resur- 
rection may  overbalance  all  the  black  prospects  of  corrup- 
•tlon  and  the  grave  I 

One  that  spends  his  life  in  a  round  of  mirth  and  uncon- 
cern, might  be  ready  to  conclude,  that  thinking  so  often  on 
deatii  must  make  ray  life  sad  and  inelancholy  ;  but  it  holds 
not,  for  it  is  t!ie  best  balance  to  weigh  either  prosperity  or 
adversity  in,  and  helps  to  keep  the  soul  in  an  even  temper 
in  every  state.  Therefore,  not  only  the  monthlv,  but  the 
daily  remembrance  of  death,  is  the  Christian's  duty,  v/hich 
needs  neither  divert  him  from  his  lawful  employment,  sad- 
den ills  countenance,  nor  sink  ;;iv  spirits. 

Tuesday,  Mjy  5.— -Wnen  will  the  day  come  when  I  shall 
look  on  the  approach  of  death  with  transport  and  delight  ? 
\\heQ  i  shall  view  him,  not  as  a  tyrant,  but  as  a  trusty  ser- 
vant to  bring  me  home.^  The  wilderness  may  please  the 
beasts  of  prey  to  rarjge  iti,  but  cannot  enchant  the  travelling 
Israelite  froai  pursuing  his  journey  to  the  land  of  promise.— 

1  have  a  fresh  admonition  of  sudden  and  unexpected  death 
in  one,  who,  in  the  bloom  of  life,  and  on  a  visit  to  his  friends, 
was  hurried  into,  the  world  of  spirits. 

May  Si),  The  birth^day,  176d.— Theman  that  would  ob- 
serve li  is  biriTi- da  v^  should  always  make  the  day  of  death 
the  instructive  antithesis.  To  feast  and  revel  on  this  day, 
is  more  like  a  darkened  heathen,  than  a  professed.  Chris- 
tian. I  have  seen  more  birth-days  than  many  of  my  friends, 
and  now  the  course  of  nature  forDids  that  I  siiouid  see  many 
more  ;  but,  were  my  aftections  such  as  they  ought,  it  would 
aftord  inej  jy  to  find  myself  so  near  my  aative  country,  and 
niy  Fadier's  hou<e. 

Tuesduy,^  June  2.— This  month  brings  lodff  days,  but  mj 
caj  of  IUq  is  growing  sliorter  stilU    O  to  woriliard  for  eter- 
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nitj,  wliile  the  day  lasts ;  for  there  is  neither  worft  nor  de- 
vice in  the  silent  grave,  whither  1  am  going. 

Tuesday,  July  7. — O  the  antipathy  tliat  is  between  this 
and  the  unseen  world  !  Whenever  I  am  much  occupied 
about  the  one,  1  let  go  the  other.  Yet  the  day  is  fast  ap- 
proaching, when  the  things  that  my  soul  lusteth  after  shall 
be  found  no  more  ;  neither  can  prospeiity  lengthen  my  days, 
nor  shorten  my  time,  which  is  daiiy  wasting  away. 

Aug.  1. — Why  should  1  take  such  fast  hold  of  the  things 
of  time  ?  If  grace  loose  not  niy  hold  of  them  to  my  comfort, 
death  will  to  my  sorrow.  This  day,  the  burial  of  an  infant 
and  of  an  adult,  remind  me  of  mine  own.  O  for  the  art  of 
realising  future  things  !  I  believe,  and  yet  I  caniiot  believe, 
that  1  am  mortal !  thi-i  is  no  less  true  than  strange.  I  am 
persuaded  that  the  greater  part  of  men,  the  old  as  well  as  the 
Toung,  are  arrested  by  death  when  least  expected. 

Tuesday^  Jiug.  4, — Truly  it  might  make  one  serious  to  see 
the  greater  part  thoughtless  about  death  and  judgment.  In 
a  little,  where  will  the  gay  world  be,  that  seem  to  place 
their  happiness  in  admiring  and  being  admired  of  one  ano- 
ther ?  Hov/ever  gloomy  the  hour  of  death  may  be  to  nature, 
yet  may  my  soul  always  find  delight  from  the  prospect! 

Tuesday,  Sept,  1. — Where  are  the  men  that  made  a  figure 
half  a  century  ago  .^  They  are  now  a  feast  for  worms,  and 
their  names  are  hardly  known  in  the  very  places  where  they 
made  their  appearance.  Now  death  is  fast  approaching  to 
sweep  me  oft',  like  them  that  have  gone  before.  Why,  then, 
should  I  fill  my  mind  with  anxious  thoughts,  or  lond  delights, 
'which  shall  dwindle  into  nothing  in  the  dissolving  pang? 

Tuesday,  Oct.  6. — This  day  has  brought  me  the  heavy  ti- 
dings of  a  dear,  a  beloved  acquaintance,  (C.  B.),  being  hurri- 
ed into  the  world  of  spirits.  Indeed  he  was  ready,  which 
makes  ail  other  circumstances  smile,  though  av.ful.  The  high 
fever  was  but  the  fiery  chariot  to  convey  him  home ;  the  fall 
that  fractured  his  skull,  was  but  hastening  his  soul  to  be 
crowned  with  glory.  Here  I  see,  that  no  man  kiioweth  love 
«r  hatred  by  all  that  is  before  him  in  this  life. 

Friday,  Jan.  1,  1768. —  Vvhile  one  year  ends,  and  another 
begins,  nothinR;  makes  the  things  of  life  sit  lighter  on  the  soul, 
than  a  firm  befief  ot  death.  Here  the  sorrow's  of  the  galley- 
slave  are  finished,  and  the  glory  of  the  crowned  head  is  over- 
clouded for  ever.  Among  all  the  essays  of  men,  none  have 
ever  attempted  to  arrest  time,  or  subdue  the  grave  !  The 
Christian  alone  has  hit  upon  the  wonderful  invention,  and 
coa^ueri  the  grave  by  preparing  for  it,  and  arrests  time  bjr j 
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improving  it  for  eternity,  where  hours,  and  days,  and  years, 
and  ages,  are  all  arrested,  and  stand  still  in  an  everlasting 

now: 

Tuesday,  Jan.  5. — If  I  should  break  iXo-xw  mj  whole  life 
into  i\.\y?>y  hours,  minute?,  moments,  I  find  for  every  moment 
of  my  fife  ti^n  thousand  a^e»  in  eternity  ;  wa.-.t,  then,  though 
all  my  nM-ments  were  black  with  misery,  since,  in  lieu  of 
^\Qyy  tfliicted  breathing:,  I  shall  possess  ten  thousand  ages, 
and  infiiiitely  more,  of  bloomin:;  glory  and  unfading  bliss! 

Jan.  16. — For  these  two  or  th.ree  days  bvgore,  t  have  la- 
boured under  a  short  indisposition,-  accompanied  with  sharp 
pain  ;  and  what  are  \!\^^^e.  but  tiie  advanced  posts  ov  fiijitg 
scouts  of  the  king  of  terrors?  a  sure  pi  oof  that  neither  the 
enemy  nor  tiie  day  of  battle  are  far  off.  Let  Saul's  unhappy 
complaint  in  anoiher  case,  never  be  mine  in  this,  "  The  Phl- 
lisiinei  are  upon  me,  (death  and  judgment  are  upon  me,)  and 
Guil  is  deoartc 
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Tue>^dai!y  F„b.  2. — Though  disease  should  not  attack  me, 
an  accident  may  hurry  me  away ;  and  with  accidents  I  am 
daily  surrounded.  Of  this  I  had  a  double  instance,  botii  in 
the  siient  night  and  broad  day;  my  horse  stumbling,  and  I, 
tumblin-i-  over  his  head,  might  have  tumbled  into  eternity. 
'What  an  hair-breadth  is  only  betwii.t  me  and  death  !  though 
I  am  not  todis^rustiiivine  protection,  yet  I  am  never  to  for- 
get tiiat  I  am  mortal. 

Tuesday,  March  2. — This  last  moxith  has  carried  many 
away  in  an  uncommon  manner  to  their  long  home.  Death, 
in  tiie  freezing  storm,  and  tremendous  tempest,  has  arrested 
some  in  tueir  way  to,  ami  within  a  gun-sliot  of  their  homes  ; 
while  neiiher  Ijj^.eir  endeared  relaliotis,  nor  affectionate 
friend?,  knew  of  their  distress,  or  could  stir  to  their  relief. 
But  whether  in  the  field,  or  by  the  fire-si'le,  death  and  I  must 
enter  the  lists  of  battle;  and  in  no  war  is  it  more  advanta- 
geous to  take  the  wind  of  the  enemy,  by  being  first  in  the 
field,  than  here  ;  Aviiich  is  only  done  by  a  due  preparatioa 
for  the  rencounter.  It  is  much  better  to  go  forth  like  an  un- 
daunted hero,  like  a  believing  Cirristian,  to  the  combat 
against  tins  disarmed  bravado,  crying,  "0  death,  where  is 
ttiy  sting?"  than  to  be  dragged,  (for  meet  we  must),  like  a 
desponding  unbeliever,  to  his  cruel  paws. 

May  30. — There  is  a  time  to  be  born,  this  1  have  had  ;  and 
a  time  to  die,  this  awaits  me  ;  the  ichen,  or  how,  or  where,  I 
knosv  not. — What  will  riches  do  in  the  hour  of  death  for  me  ? 
Only  embarrass  me. — What  will  a  fine  house  dor  Verily, 
nothing. — Wnat  will  character  and  name  do  r   Only  spread 
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the  report  of  my  decease. — But  what  will  a  reconciled  God 
do  ?  He  will  turn  the  shadow  of  death  into  the  morning,  and 
make  me  triumph  over  the  last  enemy. 

Tuesday,  June  7.- — Few  are  my  days ;  and,  alas  !  the  few 
are  ill  improved  !  A  spendthrift  of  time  is  the  most  inexcusc- 
able  of  all  spendthrifts.  One  may  waste  his  money,  and  a 
friend  may  leave  him  more  ;  but  so  I  cannot  do  with  my  time. 
^  Thursday,  July  7, — For  these  two  days,  how  have  I  been 
chastened  with  pain,  and  the  multitude  of  my  bones  witH 
stroigpain!  Thus,  whether  I.  will  or  not,  I  am  reminded 
of  my  mortality,  and  also  admonished  to  improve  health 
v/hiJe  continued,  for  what  can  one  do  when  struggling  with 
disease  and  groaning  through  pain  ? 

Friday,  Jubj  S.—This  day  shall  be  memorable  to  me,  not 
only  for  the  load  of  distress  it  brought  along  with  it,  but  for 
the  unwelcome  news  it  wafted  to  my  ears,  of  the  death  of  an 
acquaintance.  Our  profession  was  the  same,  no  great  odds 
in  our  ages,  and  our  indisposition  at  the  same  time  ; — only 
on  the  6th,  he  could  walk  in  his  garden,  when  I  was  confined 
to  my  bed  ;  but  this  morning  he  is  no  more,  while  I  remaia 
in  the  land  of  the  living. 

July  17. — The  indisposition,  after  an  attack  of  eight  days, 
is  mercifully  removed  ;  but  it  will  return  again,  and  one  day 
or  other  overcome  me. 

Tuesday,  Jlugust  2. — What  awful  thunders  in  the  natural 
heavens  have  I  heard  this  day  /  0  that  they  may  mind  me 
of  that  tremendous  day,  when  nations,  tongues,  and  tribes, 
shall  be  convened  before  the  bar .'  0  to  be  at  peace  with  the 
Thunderer/  then  shall  every  thing  speak  peace  to  me,  even 
the  stones  and  beasts  of  the  field  ;  jea,  thott^li  the  thunder- 
bolt  should  dash  me  among  the  dead,  yet  on  the  wings  of 
the  etherial  flame  shall  my  soul  soar  away  to  the  land  of 
peace. 

Tuesday,  ^September  6. — Nothing  is  a  stronger  proof  of 
corruption  being  prevalent,  than  be'w^  delighted  with  a  state 
of  imperfection/  Ah/  then,  mine  own  mouth  condemns  me, 
for  what  can  be  more  imperfect  than  a  state  of  sin  and  death  ? 
and,  alas/  how  am  I  delighted  therewith/  I  find  vanity  in 
the  gayest  things  of  time,  and  am  sure,  that  the  several  ob- 
jects of  carnal  desire  shall  perish  in  the  hour  of  death.  But 
the  immortal  part  triumphs  in  the  happy  prospect  of  an 
happy  eternity. 

It  is  common  to  bewail  one  that  dies  young  ;  but  if  he 
«!ie  in  Christ,  whatever  loss  it  may  be  to  his  fri^-nds,  to 
©thers,  to  the  church,  it  can  be  none  to  himself.    Did  I  know 


MONTHLY  MEMORIAL.  2$ 

the  sweet  employment  of  the  church  of  the  first-born,  I 
would  long  to  join  the  divine  assembly.  Had  I  any  spirit- 
ual taste  of  his  love,  I  would  long  to  be  drenched  wholly  \n 
the  overflowing  ocean  above, 

October  7. — What  a  thin  partition  is  between  time  and 
eternity/  And  who  can  number  the  windows  therein,  to 
let  me  look  into  the  world  of  spirits?  Every  providence, 
every  disappointment,  bids  me  fix  mine  eye  on  a  future 
world  ;  the  death  of  every  acquaintance  aftbrds  me  a  pros- 
pect into  eternity.  Yea,  the  headache,  colic,  or  any  touch 
of  pain  in  mine  own  body,  are  as  so  many  chinks  to  look 
through  the  region  of  disembodied  spirits. 

October  15. — Yesterday,  a  young  girl,  in  the  bloom  of 
youth,  was  carried  to  the  house  of  corruption.  Neither  the 
affection  of  a  parent,  nor  the  endearments  of  a  suitor,  can 
avert  the  fatal  blow.  The  afilicted  lover  attends  the  dying 
bed,  witnesses  the  expiring  groan,  where  all  his  pleasing 
prospects  dissolve  into  disappointment  and  pain.  And 
from  the  enchanting  scenes  and  airy  dreams  of  love,  she 
awakens  in  a  world  of  spirits. 

Let  lovers,  then,  amidst  their  excessive  fondness  and  de« 
iightful  viev/s,  remember  the  hour  of  death,  and  the  world 
to  come.  And  whenever  I  die,  may  I  go  to  a  dearer  belov- 
ed, and  nearer  relative,  than  any  I  can  leave  below. 

Jan,  28,  1769. — This  day  a  traveller,  v/ho  on  a  visit  to 
his  friends  was  arrested  by  death,  u  carried  to  the  house 
appointed  for  all  living.  What  has  a  little  time  done  to- 
wards him  ;  On  the  first  day  he  leaves  his  wife  to  see  her 
no  more,  set*  out  en  his  journey,  travels  sii^teen  miles,  and 
falls  dov/n  by  the  way-side,  without  friend  or  companion. — 
The  cold  wet  ground  is  his  bed,  a  January  sky  is  his  cover- 
ing, and  the  weather-beaten  heath  his  pillow.  After  pass- 
ing a  tedious  night  in  this  deplorable  situation,  on  the  se- 
cond day  he  is  found  chilled  with  cold,  yet  breathing;  he  is 
carried  to  an  hospitable  house,  where,  in  spite  of  all  endea- 
vours, he  expires ;  and  on  this  third  day  he  is  interred.— 
Who  can  tell  where  I  may  go  to  die  ?  whether  in  the  fier 
flame  or  the  flowing  stream,  whether  on  the  frozen  field  oi' 
friendly  bed  ?  Bui  it  matters  not  how,  or  where,  or  when* 
If  I  die  in  Christ,  I  shall  die  in  peace,  and  on  a  bed  of  down. 

Feb.  16. — Anger,  malice^  and  envy,  ill  become  the  breast 
of  mortals.  How  mad  to  spin  out  the  period  of  revenge/ 
for  ere  it  approach,  the  fierce  pursuer  is  no  more.  Hence 
God  is  said  to  laugh  at  the  wicked  plotting  and  planning  his 
mischief,  because  ne  seeth  that  his  day  is  coming,  that  shall 
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hinder  the  execution  of  his  well-laid  plots,  and  fix  his  awful 
state  in  endless  woe !  Nothing,  then,  should  dwell  in  my 
breast,  but  the  immortal  graces ;  faith  that  '^hall  rise  into 
vision,  hope  that  shall  grow  into  fruition,  and  ^orethat  shall 
dwell  before  the  throne. 

Maij  SO.  Birth-Day. — This  mornins:  of  my  birth-day  has 
proved  the  day  of  death  to  a  near  nefghbour  of  mine  j  and 
neither  a  scattered  family,  nor  a  disconsolate  widow,  could 
detain  him  another  day.  What  nearer  could  death  come  to 
remind  me  of  my  mortality,  unless  he  had  laid  his  hand  on 
some  of  my  family  or  myself?  How  deep  am  I  rooted  in  the 
earth  !  on  every  birth-day,  on  the  beginningof  every  month, 
by  every  providence,  I  would  fain  get  myself  loosed,  but 
still  I  take  root  again.  Nothing  but  heavenly  grace  in  ex- 
ercise will  loose  my  affections  from  the  earth. 

June  20. — This  day  a  young  man  is  buried,  whose  last 
words  were  lamentable.  "  Hell,'*  said  he,  "  is  begun  ;  O  ! 
death,  death,  death  is  nothing,  if  damnation  were  not  at  the 
back  !"  Indeed  he  was  in  a  very  hi^h  fever,  and  at  times 
delirious ;  but  this  was  truth  with  a  witness  / 

Tuesday,  Oct.  3. — What  numbers  of  mankind  from  e\erj 
station  have  fallen  in  the  conflict  with  this  awful  king  of 
terrors,  since  I  began  to  view  the  solemn  period !  Now  a 
thousand  worlds  to  them  are  not  worth  a  straw.  Why, 
then,  should  I  let  the  world  so  far  into  my  heart,  which, 
when  my  heart-strings  break,  will  deceive  me  forever  ?— » 
How  are  my  dearest  acquaintances  employed  this  night, 
and  how  shall  I  be  employed  when  I  enter  the  world  of 
spirits?  If  1  expect  to  join  in  the  hallelujah  of  the  higher 
liouse,  it  well  becomes  me  often  to  chaunt  a  stanza  of  the 
sacred  anthem,  *  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  that  was  slain  ;"  and 
the  oftener  I  sing  the  sweeter,  till  I  rise  to  join  the  song 
above,  that  is  inimitable  below. 

Tuesday,  Dec.  5. — Man  has  not  so  many  teachers  in  any 
thing  as  about  his  mortality  ;  and  the  child  of  a  span  long 
is  as  good  a  master  as  the  man  of  letters  or  of  grey  hairs.— 
But  in  nothing  is  man  more  stupid,  (I  speak  from  mournful 
experience),  than  about  the  mortality  of  the  body,  and  the 
immortality  of  the  soul.  Thus  I,  as  well  as  others,  seem  to 
have  put  the  one  in  place  of  the  other.  Hence  so  much  care 
about  a  transient  state,  and  so  little  concern  about  the 
world  to  come/  But  in  a  little,  dust  must  return  to  dust, 
while  the  immortal  soul  flies  away  to  the  world  of  spirits* 
0  state  unknown  !  yet  certain,  and  fast  approaching. 
Tuesday,  Jan*  2, 1770. — The  wore  new  years  I  have  seen^ 
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«urely  the  fewer  I  shall  see.  Mj  short  life  is  well  repre- 
sented bj  a  sand-glass,  whatever  adds  to  the  one  end,  di- 
minishes from  the  other ;  why,  then,  should  my  worldly 
cares  so  awfully  increase  about  a  life  that  is  hastening  to 
its  end  ?  It  is  an  awful  thing  to  be  more  and  more  glued  to 
the  world,  the  nearer  I  am  to  be  taken  out  of  the  world. 

Feb,  1. — What  a  strange  antipathy  is  there  between  time 
and  eternity!  They  cannot  mingle  more  than  light  and 
darkness;  time  may  be  lost  in  eternity,  but  time  and  eter- 
nity cannot  measure  the  same  duration.  So  it  is  with  the 
things  of  timp,  and  the  concerns  of  eternity  ;  when  the  one 
has  much  place  in  the  soul,  the  other  has  little  reception 
there.  If  I  am  full  of  cares  about  time,  I  cannot  have  a 
proper  concern  about  eternity;  and  if  duly  taken  up  about 
eternity,  I  will  not  be  distracted  with  carking  cares  about 
time. 

Tuesday,'^ Feb.  6.— Death  makes  an  awful  change,  in  a 
fourfold  respect :  l.The  person's  self;  2.  The  place ;  3.  The 
company;  and,  4.  The  employment. — First,  With  respect 
to  the  person's  self.  The  soul  quits  the  clay  tabernacle, 
and  takes  an  eternal  farewell  of  time;  the  body,  lately 
beautiful  and  beloved,  is  laid  in  the  bed  of  corruption,  while 
its  terror  and  utility,  its  envy  and  its  love,  cease  forever.-^ 
Secondy  AVith  respect  to  the  place.  Death,  in  a  moments 
translates  from  this  Avorld  to  the  invisible  habitation  of  spi- 
rits; and,  according  to  the  state  of  the  departed,  they  either 
dwell  in  the  paradise  of  God,  or  are  plunged  into  the  pit  of 
despair, — Tiiirdy  With  respect  to  the  company.  Here  I 
tremble  to  think  on  the  innumerable  armies  of  ghosts  with 
whom  the  disembodied  soul  must  mingle  !  with  whom  mine 
acquaintance,  who  was  interred  yesterday,  is  already  min- 
gled !  where  the  epithets  of  honour  that  lately  distinguish- 
ed them  take  place  no  more  I  Here  we  lose  and  tind  friends 
and  companions;  but  there  our  society  is  eternal.  0  happy 
saints !  O  happy  sons  of  God  !  who,  when  separated  froni 
the  potsherds  of  the  earth,  rise  to  the  church  of  the  first- 
born, associate  with  tlie  angels  of  light,  and  d  well  in  the 
presence  of  Jehovah  and  the  Lamb!  But  O  thrice  misera- 
ble sinners  !  who  at  the  hour  of  death  must  part  with  ali 
that  is  de^r  to  ycu,  and  in  a  moment  be  classed  with  rail* 
lions  of  agonized  human  ghosts,  with  legions  of  blasphem- 
ing fiends,  and  that  forever  and  ever  ! — And,  fourth,  With 
respect  to  the  employment.  Here  we  trifle  about  dust  and 
atoms,  there  we  are  taJcen  up  about  eternal  things.  Hera 
the  men  of  the  world  are  gay,  jocuud,  and  merry,  but  tnerc' 
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they  are  sad,  and  tormented  with  inexpressible  anguish.— 
Again,  here  the  heirs  of  heaven  often  go  mourning  and  af- 
flicted, but  there  they  lose  their  sorrows,  and  forget  their 
woes,  amidst  the  hosannas  of  the  higher  house. 

^larch  1. —  The  way  to  prove  my  own  readiness  and  re- 
signation to  die,  is  by  my  chearful  submission  to  the  decease 
of  my  nearest  and  dearest  friends.  Now  my  nearest  rela« 
tive  on  earth  is  dangerously  ill,  but  how  I  hold  and  grasp, 
plead  and  implore,  that  her  days  may  be  prolonged,  and  the 
disease  mercifully  removed. 

Tuesday^  March  6 — Still  my  dear  friend  swims  for  lifjg, 
but  knows  nothing  of  the  danger  being  insensible  to  every 
thing  around,  human  and  divine  :  O  that  the  soul  may  be  se- 
cretly supported,  refreshed,  comforted,  by  the  eternal  Spirit 
of  grace  !  And  may  I,  and  every  spectator,  learn  to  improve 
time  and  opportunities  better  than  before ;  for  often  the 
same  cup  has  changed  hands,  and  the  last  have-drank  deep- 
est. 

March  7. — O  how  am  I  now  distressed  for  the  death  of  a 
dear  sister/  Thou  hast  made  desolate  all  my  company, 
for  I  alone  of  all  my  Father's  family  survive.  O  that  it  be 
not  to  quarrel  the  conduct  of  the  unerring  providence  of  my 
all -gracious  God  /  Now  it  touches  me,  and  I  am  troubled  ; 
yet  I  dare  not  sorrow  as  they  that  never  looked  for  the  event, 
as  those  that  have  no  hope.  Notliing  but  a  firm  belief  of 
the  invisible  world,  while  aifection  and  submission  struggle 
together,  can  make  us  let  our  friends  go  thither,  where  wc 
expect  in  a  little  to  arrive.  Moreover,  I  cannot  but  observe, 
that  on  that  very  day  (to  wit  the  first  Tuesday)  of  the  month 
on  which  for  some  years  I  have  revolved  my  latter  end,  the 
melancholy  scene  was  realised  in  my  sight  upon  my  near- 
est  friend. 

Tuesday,  April  S. — -How  soon  d©  the  impressions  of  a 
friend*s  death  wear  oft' our  minds/  and  how  little  impres- 
sion does  our  own  death  make !  Surely,  O  !  grave  thou  art 
the  land  of  deep  forgetfulness  ;  but  he  that  was  once  dead, 
and  is  now  alive,  well  remembers  all  his  dead  members. 

Tvesday,  June  5. — Alas  /  a  person  may  grow  furmal  m 
any  thing,  yea,  even  talk  and  write  of  death  of  course,  with- 
out any  just  concern  ;  but  proper  views  of  death  will  make 
impressions  which  the  world  and  all  its  vanities  will  never 
be  able  to  shake  off.  To  die  with  this  world  seated  in  my 
mind,  rooted  in  my  affections,  is  sad  and  melaucholj  ;  but 
to  live  with  the  other  world  in  my  view,  and  my  affections 
set  on  heavenly  things,  is  beautiful,  and  like  the  expectant 
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cf  a  world  to  come.  When  I  put  far  away  the  day  of  death, 
the  e\il  day,  1  am  ready  to  cause  the  seat,  if  not  of  violence, 
yet  t-f  vanity,  to  come  near.  But  the  nearer  the  future  reali- 
ties of  the  invisible  world  come,  the  further  will  I  chase  the 
vanities  of  this  transitory  life  away. 

Tuesday,  September  4. — No  disafjpointment,  and  no  de- 
spite from  one  perishing  creature  to  another,  need  give 
much  pain,  because  a  period  will  be  put  to  all  in  a  little. 
But  0  (he  endearing  condescension  of  the  mighty  One,  to 
call  worms  and  potsherds,  that  have  so  mean  opinion  of  one 
another,  his  jewels,  his  crown,  and  royal  diadem.'  May  all 
my  admiration  be  heaven-ward  and  God-ward,  and  ray  soul 
shall  be  tilled  with  joy. 

Tuesday,  December  4.— How  apt  am  I  to  forget  that  I 
must  die,  and  how  seldom  do  my  thoughts  dwell  on  that  mo- 
mentous change  that  must  pass  upon  me  /  There  is  some- 
thing awful  and  solemn  in  the  thought,  that  my  invisible, 
immaterial  part,  shall  take  possession  of  the  invisible  world, 
dismantled  of  its  flesh .'  There  we  shall  have  no  tongue,  and 
yet  we  shall  sing  his  praise ;  no  eyes,  and  yet  we  shall  see 
his  glory;  no  ear,  and  yet  we  shall  hear  the  endless  halle- 
lujah ;  no  features,  and  yet  we  shall  know  and  be  known  to 
one  another.  T^  go  into  such  an  unknown,  unintelligible 
state,  to  mingle  m  such  an  invisible  society,  would  terrify 
and  trouble  me,  did  notl  know  that  I  go  to  God,  in  whose 
presence  I  shall  find  every  thing  familiar,  pleasant,  and  di- 
vine. 

Feh,  1771. — Last  night  a  person  was  removed  by  death, 
who,  though  feeble  and  infirm,  had  fond  expectations  of  re- 
covery, and  strong  desires  to  live.  O  what  is  it  in  this  world 
that  is  so  bewitching,  and  what  in  the  other  world  that  is  so 
forbidding,  that  v/e  recoil  from  that,  and  cleave  to  this  ?  If 
life  be  sweet,  and  if  a  man  will  give  all  he  hath  for  his  life, 
should  not  the  life  of  angels,  in  the  presence  of  God!  be  a 
thousand  times  more  welcome  ?  It  is  a  moving  spectacle 
to  see  malefactors,  being  banished  to  forei^tn  climes,  taking 
the  last  look  of  their  native  land,  with  weeping  eyes,  wring- 
ing hands,  and  broken  hearts :  But  it  is  a  joyful  parting, 
when  some  illustrious  and  agreeable  strangeris  taking  his 
last  farewell  here  of  all  his  friends,  being  recalled  to  his  na- 
tive country  and  his  prince's  court.  With  heartfelt  joy,  he 
loses  sight  of  the  shore,  to  reach  the  nobler  clime.  Le*^t  me 
never  look,  then,  on  the  approach  of  death,  like  a  rebel  ban- 
ished to  some  inhospitable  isle,  but  like  a  son  going  to  his 
native  country,  and  his  Father's  house. 
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Tuesday^  March  5. — This  day  is  a  mournful  remcmbran** 
er  to  me  of  the  death  of  my  dear  friend.  A  melancholy 
twelve  months  has  not  blotted  out  my  loss,  though  I  bee  th  it 
the  dead  go  to  the  land  of  fovgetfulness  ;  but,  amidst  my 
sorrow,  I  sink  into  the  same  situation.  Sorrow  for  our  'de- 
parted relations  s  the  most  irresistible,  and  yet  the  mos,t  un- 
reasonable, of  a  I  .^orrow.  It  cannot  protii  the  dead,  bat 
'may  hurt  the  living.  It  characterises  the  heathen,  who  sor- 
row as  they  that  have  no  liope :  but  is  foreign  to  the  Christ- 
ian, who  has  a  future  world  always  in  view,  and  eternity  at 
hand.  With  my  better  informed  part,  1  triumph  over  grief, 
but  my  human  iecliugs  still  deplore  my  loss.  When  sense 
looks  beyond  the  o:rave,  it  sees  nothing  but  inscrutable  mys- 
tries,  and  appalling  prospects,  and  it  succumbs ;  bnt  when 
faith  looks  beyond  the  grave,  i.  sees  all  things  amiable,  invit- 
ing, safe,  and  tranquil,  in  r.is  unchangeable  love,  and  it  tri 
umphs.  O,  then,  for  a  steady  faith  for  that  important,  that 
approaching  hour ! 

May  1 — It  is  comm.on  to  complain  of  the  troubles  of  life, 
yet  they  are  kindly  designed  to  ioosen  our  atFections  from 
the  world.  If  our  life  vvere  all  clear  sunshine,  without  care 
or  confusion,  jar  or  contention,  disappointment  or  pain,  how 
would  we  be  glued  to  the  world,  and  cemented  to  the  things 
of  time,  since  amidst  all  the  disasters  tiiat  occur,  we  are  still 
so  atteched  to  transitory  things  / 

May  7. — On  this  day,  when  many  miles  from  home,  I  had 
a  warning  of  my  own  dissolution  in  the  dying  aspect  of  an 
acquaintance,  a  correspondent.  He  is  done  v/ith  this  world, 
and  so  weak  that  he  cannot  speak  of  the  other.  When  my 
situation  shall  be  the  same,  let  this  Monthly  Memorial  wit- 
ness for  me  that  1  have  expected  it;  and  that  I  iiave  now. 
and  then  triOii,!;ht  on  a  future  state, and  ihe  world  to  come. 

Birth-day,  M:y  30 — Why  do  I  mention  my  birth  (lay  but 
to  remember  the  day  of  my  death?  And  it  is  remarkable, 
that  the  wisest  of  men,  and  an  inspired  writer,  makes  no  ac- 
count of  the  whole  of  human  life,  but  of  these  two  grand  e- 
vents,  to  be  burn,  and  to  die,  as  all  the  rest  are  either  so 
short,  or  so  trifling,  that  they  deserve  no  notice.  By  the 
first,  I  am  served  heir  of  future  worlds,  and  the  universe 
combined  against  me  cannot  defraud  me  of  this  inheritance; 
and  by  the  last,  I  am  put  in  actual  possession  of  eternity  itself 
where  the  contests  ot  monarchs  for  kingdoms,  appear  as, 
the  battles  of  school-boys  for  toys  and  trifles,  and  where  the 
rust  sceptres  and  straw  crowns  of  children  (such  as  1  call 
xrowns  of  gold,  though  they  are  set  with  gems)  are  utterly 
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contemnefl  by  all  the  immortal  multitude,  in  either  state ; 
for  there  is  a  state  of  endless  felicity,  and  of  eternal  torment. 
O  to  secure  ray  interest !  O  to  ascertain  ray  state  ! 

June  6. — Many  things  we  should  place  over  against  one 
another;  as  death  in  opposition  tohfe,  judgment  to  all  our 
actions,  the  dark  grave  to  our  grandest  mansions,  our  soul 
to  all  our  acquisitions,  eternity  to  time,  heaven  to  earth, 
and  God  to  all  finite  existence;  and  then  we  will  be  at  no 
loss  to  know  our  duty. 

June  15. —  This  day  an  uncommon  and  melancholy  provi- 
dence sends  a  promising  boy  and  an  aftectionate  father  to 
the  grave  together.  The  stripling,  though  heir  to  an  estate, 
fevers  and  dies ;  the  fond  parents  are  overwhelmed  with 
sorrow,  yet  the  sorrowful  sire  writes  the  burial-letters;  but 
who  could  think  that  he  should  accompany  liim  on  the  bier 
i.0  the  house  of  silence.'  His  life  seems  to' have  been  bound 
up  in  the  life  of  the  lad  ;  for,  while  giving  his  (amily  good 
advices  how  to  behave,  after  putting  the  lifeless,  yet  beloved 
clay  into  the  coffin,  he  faints,  eitnerfrom  some  inward  and 
unknown  disease,  or  from  some  insupportable  pang  of  o-rief, 
and  excess  of  sorrow,  that  cuts  the  heart  strings  in  two.  I 
sympathise.  I  feel  for  the  survivors.  The  tender  mother 
laments  the  loss  of  her  son,  and  no  husband  to  comfort  her  ! 
The  inconsolable  widow  bewails  her  dead  husband,  and  her 
son  is  not,  to  allay  her  sorrow  !  The  tender-hearted  child- 
ren are  lavish  of  their  tears  for  their  brother,  and  no  kind 
father  to  forbid  the  excess!  they  are  swallowed  up  of  sor- 
row for  their  departed  parent,  and  their  brother  is  not,  to 
moderate  the  mourning'!  What  should  any  man,  what  should 
L  expect  in  the  world,  but  disappointment,  lamentation, 
mourning,  and  woe  ?  How  sudden,  how  irresistible,  the  call 
of  death!  Here  one  must  not  wait  to  bury  his  oldest  son, 
dispose  of  his  other  children,  or  comfort  the  wife  of  his  bo- 
som I 

^  ^October  23. — No  man  knoweth  love  or  hatred  by  all  that 
is  before  him  ;  but  to  the  saint,  every  thing  comes  in  love. 
How  am  I  kept  still  alive,  when,  lo !  a  labourer  in  God'* 
harvest  is  carried  hence  in  the  very  bloom  of  life  !  A  deso- 
late congregation,  a  disconsolate  widow,  and  helpless  or- 
phans, make  the  scene  very  mournful  I  but  his  disembodied 
soul  has  no  connection  with  terrestrial  things;  it  is  full  of 
lory,  fall  of  God.     Ah  !  what  enchantment  holds  me,  that 

am  not  more  conversant  with  the  invisible  world  / 

Tuesdai/,  JS*over.iber  5.— When  I  hear  of  the  death  of  a 
gaint  of  God,  when  I  thiak  of  my  own  deaths  why  do  1  gro\y 
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pale  ?  To  go  home  to  his  native  country,  and  his  Father's 
house,  to  meet  with  all  his  clearest  friends,  to  enter  into  a 
palace,  to  receive  a  kingdom  and  a  crown,  to  put  on  immor- 
tality, and  be  clothed  with  glory,  must  give  us  an  idea  of 
grandeur  and  felicity;  now,  all  this  ensues  on  the  death  of 
the  righteous,  and  may  make  us  rather  bless  his  situation, 
than  bemoan  his  dissolution. 

February  20,  177^, — Several  of  my  acquaintance  have 
commenced  members  of  the  invisible  world,  and  their  last 
possessions  below  are  a  few  feet  of  putrifying  earth.  One 
of  them  dies  on  a  visit,  and  in  two  hours  illness;  another 
sleeps  out  of  life,  yea,  so  to  speak,  sleeps  himself  awake 
through  the  night  of  time,  into  the  broad  day  of  eternity  ; 
v;hile  others,  by  acute  diseases,  are  stript  of  their  mortal 
state.  It  seems  essential  to  death  to  come  upon  all  man-, 
kind  unawares  with  respect  to  their  friends,  if  not  with  res- 
pect to  themselvi'S.  Let  the  friends  of  a  dying  person  wait 
on  him,  and  expect  his  dissolution  every  day,  yet  when  his 
death  comes,  it  will  be  at  an  hour  that  they  looked  not  for, 
at  a  moment  that  they  were  not  aware. 

Tuesday,  March  3. — The  truth  of  the  above  appears  in  a 
young  hopeful  person,  who  gets  only  a  broken  shin ;  but 
that  brings  on  a  fever,  and  the  fever  ends  in  an  unexpected 
death. 

What  am  I  to  expect  in  the  world  but  lamentation  ?  The 
more  comforts  I  enjoy,  the  more  crosses  I  may  expect ;  the 
mote  friends  I  have,  the  more  funerals  I  may  fear.  Why 
should  I  dwell  on  my  sorrow?  Why  repeat,  that  on  this 
Tery  day  two  years  ago,  I  lost  a  dear  friend  r  Silence;  and 
rejoice,  0  my  soul .'  that  thy  Redeemer  liveth. 

Tupsdiiy,  Jpril7. — How  are  my  departed  acquaintances 
this  nig;  t  employed  r  Just  as  they  were  employed  below. — 
The  soul  that  delighteil  himself  in  God,  maintained  commu- 
nion with  Go  1,  panted  after  likeness  to  him,  and  longed  for 
the  full  enjoyment  of  God,  is  this  night  ravished  and  de- 
lighted in  his  beatiiic  presence,  maintains  the  most  intimate 
and  nearest  communion  with  him,  expands  in  his  similitude, 
and,  in  his  enjayment  of  God,  presses  on  and  aspires  eter- 
nally after  more  and  more  of  God,  But  the  sinner,  in  none 
of  whose  thoughts  God  was,  who  slighted  his  love,  and 
trampled  on  his  law,  and  in  every  thing  fled  from  God,  ig 
this  night  filled  with  toi  menting  anguish,  horror,  and  re* 
morse,  is  ma<ie  to  drink  of  the  wrath  otthe  Almighty,  and  is 
eternally  separated  from  God,  and  from  the  glory  of  his 
jpowerr 
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Heaven  and  hell  are  begun  in  time;  if,  then,  ©n  earth  I 
have  not  my  conversation  in  heaven  more  or  less,  I  may 
be  assured  that  I  shall  never  be  personalis/  there;  and  he 
that  ripens  not  for  glorj,  must  be  fitted  for  destruction ; 
and  to  such,  death  is  death  indeed. 

Bii'th'daif,  May  30. — On  the  day  that  I  was  born,  there 
M'asjoy  in  iny  lather's  house;  but  on  the  day  that  I  must 
die,  tiiere  shall  be  sorrow  in  mine.  But  whatever  sorrow 
there  may  be  in  my  family,  and  aniinig  my  friends,  may 
there  be  joy  in  my  soul,  even  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory.  Many  feast  their  bodies  on  their  birth-day  ;  may  I 
feast  my  soul,  in  the  faith  of  being  admitted  to  the  marri- 
age-supper of  the  Lamb  !  I  am  entered  on  another,  and,  for 
aught  that  I  can  tell,  perhaps  the  last  year  of  my  life.  0  / 
then,  to  live  every  way  like  one  upon  the  confines  of  eter- 
nity !  On  this  very  day  I  attend  the  funeral  of  a  person  but 
a  little  older  than  myself;  and  ere  I  myself  be  much  older, 
others  must  attend  mine. 

Tuesdaif,  June  2. — What  satisfaction  can  I  find  in  a  round 
of  Vexation  and  vanity  ?  and  what  else  can  I  expect  in  the 
world?  Though  I  should  never  rest  till  death,  yet  death 
shall  bring  me  to  my  everlasting  rest ;  and  by  a  strong  faith 
thereof  I  enter  into  this  very  rest.  Sin,  the  greatest  of  all 
e\4ls,  dees  the  saint  many  good  offices,  among  which  this  is 
not  tiie  least,  to  reconcile  him  to  death;  for  when  he  finds 
his  enemies  often  assault  him,  and  he  himself  often  hurried 
into  acts  of  rebelion,  must  he  not  lon»  to  pass  over  Jordan^ 
that  he  may  never  more  ofiend  his  rightful  Lord  and  best 
Friend  ? 

July 6. — O  that  spirituality  were  my  element!  then  it 
would  be  no  pain  to  think  on  death,  as  the  door  to  the  high- 
er region.  The  fish  cannot  live  on  land,  the  land-animal 
cannot  live  in  the  water  ;  what  supports  life  in  the  one,  is 
death  to  the  other.  An  angel  could  not  live  on  earth,  a  de- 
vil could  not  dwell  in  heaven,  nor  (0  strange!  O  truej)'a 
worldly  man  I  Every  thing  seeks  its  element,  and  tends  to 
its  centre :  O  that  sacred  love  were  my  element,  and  God 
my  centre!  then  shall  I  breathe  in  the  one,  and  soar  to* 
wards  the  other. 

Tuesday,  Oct.  6.— From  this  world,  which  has  much  oC 
cupied  m?  th^  morning,  I  retire  a  few  minutes,  to  think  ott 
.  death,  andgiance  at  a  world  to  come.  For  what  do  1  be* 
reave  myself  of  rest?  Could  1  add  kingdom  to  kingdom, 
uni^e  empire  to  empire,  and  bundle  all  the  sceptre  of  prin- 
ces, kings,  and  emperors  together,  aad  possess  myself  of 
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them,  what  would  Ihis  do  for  me  in  the  hour  of  dissolution, 
or  in  those  awful  moments  when  I  must  stand  at  Heaven's 
tribunal  r  Nothing,  or  worse  than  nothing,  even  an  addition 
to  my  guilt,  an  aggravation  of  my  sin  ! 

Oct.  12. — This  is  a  melancholy  day  to  an  affectionate  fa- 
ther, and  fond  mother,  who  send  to  the  house  of  siience, 
their  little  family.  The  two  boys,  though  different  in  their 
ages,  in  one  day  are  laid  in  one  grave.  Many  a  year  the 
married  pair  longed  for  the  blessing  of  the  womb  ;  it  was  ob- 
tained, but  now  all  their  joy  perishes  in  the  untimely  tomb. 
More  they  never  had,  and  probably  never  will  have  more ; 
therefore  they  must  be  sorrowful  to  their  very  soul.  O 
hen,  to  take  God  for  our  all,  that  we  may  be  comforted 
against  grief  on  every  side,  and  enriched  against  every  loss 
below  ! 

Tuesday,  ./"V'or.  3. — I  am  pained  at  my  very  heart  to  hear 
of  the  death  of  a  dear  acquaintance  !  Indeed,  he  is  gone  from 
the  service  of  the  lower  sanctuary,  to  join  the  triumphant 
song  of  the  higher  house.  But  why  am  I  surprised  that  a. 
journey  comes  to  an  end,  that  a  traveller  arrives  at  home  ? 
What,  then,  is  life  but  a  journey,  and  the  living  but  travel- 
lers ?  O  to  believe  this,  and  to  have  mine  eye  on  my  latter 
end  ! 

Tuesday,  Bee.  2. — How  must  our  dead  friends  who  are 
gone  to  God,  to  glory,  pity  our  ignorance  in  lamenting  them 
as  cut  off  for  ever,  from  every  desirable  enjoyment,  when  in- 
deed they  are  only  carried  to  be  possessed  of  their  utmost 
wish,  and  to  be  blessed  above  their  widest  hope  /  This  is  the 
c^se  with  my  dear  acquaintance;  he  is  above  all  sorrow, 
and  satisfied  with  the  abundance  of  every  good,  even  with 
the  exuberance  of  God  himself. 

Jan.  6,  1773. — It  is  often  fatal  to  grow  remiss  in  impor- 
tant points.  So  has  an  army  been  many  a  night  under  arms, 
and  kept  the  strictest  watch,  but  growing  at  last  secure, 
has  been  surprised  and  overthrown.  Some  die  so  openly 
profane,  that  hell,  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  opens  her  flam- 
ing mouth  to  receive  them;  others  descend  by  a  back  pas- 
sage to  the  pit :  so,  among  the  saints,  some,  as  it  were,  steal 
incognito  to  glory,  while  others  rise  in  the  broad  day,  amidst 
a  cloud  of  witnesses,  to  bliss.  Oh  !  to  cajrry  as  much  of 
heaven  in  my  conversation,  as  to  let  the  world  see  that  I 
am  travelling  heavenwards ;  and  as  much  of  death  in  my 
meditation,  as  will  remind  me  that  1  am  travelling  to  the 
tombi 
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fhiesday,  Fehvnarij  2. — If  I  am  travelling  to  the  land  of 
promise,  to  tae  Canaan  above,  it  will  aftord  me  comfort, 
that  I  have  gone  so  many  days  joiirnev  through  the  desert, 
and  am  now  almost  witiiirt  sigiit  of  the  better  country. 

April  1. —  The  whole  employment  of  a  welUspetit  life 
should  be  to  prepare  for  death,  and  improve  for  eternity. 
If,  then,  I  have  a  mortal  life,  v\hv  am  t  thus  glued  to  Vaq. 
things  of  timer  And  if  I  have  an  immortal  soul,  why  am  I 
not  more  ennmcured  with  x\\q  realities  of  eternity",  with  the 
joys  of  htaven  ? 

Tue<dai/,  May  4. — As  this  is  the  month  in  which  I  was 
born,  it  may  not  be  improper  to  ask  myself  a  few  questions: 
1,  How  many  years  have  I  lived  in  the  world  ?  2.  Can  I 
say  that  1  find  myself  either  more  willing  ov  mure  ready  to 
leave  it,  than  I  was  many  years  ago?  3.  Do  I  relish  earthly 
things  less,  and  heaveniy  thinj2;s  n)ore,'t;jau  formerly  ?  4.  In 
a  word,  do  I  believe  myself  really  nearer  death  now  thaa 
ever  ? 

If  the  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect,  and  holy  angels, 
be  my  friends  ,  if  hei.ven  be  my  home,  and  God  be  ray  Fa- 
ther; why  do  not  I  long  to  join  my  fri'^nds,  to  arrive  at  home, 
and  to  be  admitted  into  my  Father's  house,  and  into  my 
Fatli^  I's  pres8n*-e  ? 

Birth-day,  Miy  SO. — While  I  would  sanctify  this  day, 
being  the  Lord's,  it  may  be  proper  to  put  myself  in  mind, 
that  as  children  are  boi  n  on  every  day  of  the  week,  so  we 
may  expect  to  die  on  any  day;  but  O  to  be  the  happy  per- 
son, who,  >vhenever  death  comes,  may  expect  to  enter  on  an 
eternal  Sabbath  of  rest  \  Death  may  deprive  me  of  the  or- 
dinances below,  but  then  it  shall  brpig  me  to  the  temple 
above,  and  to  the  more  spiritual  worship  of  the  inner  house. 
If  my  life  be  hid  with  Christ  in  God,  then  the  very  prospect 
of  death,  vv"ich  shall  usher  me  into  his  l>eavenly  presence, 
shall  be  like  life  to  my  soul. 

June  12.— There  are  two  seasons  in  time  in  which  the 
whole  world  are  put  on  a  level,  the  hour  of  birth,  and  the 
hour  of  death  :  Thus  one  of  some  rank  amon^  men  pants  in 
his  last  pangs  like  oiie  of  the  common  people,  and  gives  up 
the  g'^ost  like  any  other  son  of  Adam. 

Though  death  is  of  great  monif^nt  to  a  person's  self,  yet,  a 
few  friends  excepted,  what  a  trifle  is  it  to  the  rest  of  man- 
kind !  What  a  faint  impression  will  it  make,  and  how  soon 
will  the  event  be  forgot  I  for  how  should  those  remember 
that  monitor  of  mortality,  the  death  of  their  acquaintance, 
who  forget  that  they  themselves  shall  die  t  And  it  is  nothin« 
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to  the  otfier  parts  of  creation  though  all  the  human  racd 
sliould  fall  into  the  grave,  as  the  leaves  fall  thick  on  the 
field  in  autumn.  I  look  through  the  window,  and  see  that 
the  lilies  in  the  garden  han»  nor  their  head,  though  their 
master  is  no  more,  nor  the  tulips  lose  their  sparkling  varie- 
ty of  colours,  though  their  proprietor  is  pale  in  death  ;  and 
et,  surprising  to  teli,  precious  in  God's  sight  is  the  death  of 
is  servants,  his  saints. 

How  should  I  dwell  now  in  the  day  of  health  at  the  throne 
of  grace,  since  I  may  be  so  fast  held  of  death  for  days  be- 
fore my  dissolution,  that  I  may  not  be  able  to  pour  out  a 
prayer ! 

Friday,  July  9. — Why  do  not  I  rejoice  at  the  thoughts 
of  death  r  Shall  it  not  be  the  day  on  which  I  am  discharged 
from  all  my  burdens,  freed  from  all  my  foes,  crowned  with 
my  highest  expectations,  and  carried  to  the  very  throne  of 
God? 

Tuesday,  JS'*ovember  2. — However  terrible  death  may  be 
in  itself,  yet  v/hat  a  change  does  redeeming  love  make  there- 
in to  the  saints  ;  for  at  this  awful  hour  they  are  only  said  to 
fall  asleep  I  When  the  sick  or  fretful  child,  which  has  long 
Kept  its  mother  in  motion  and  pain,  falls  asleep,  she  encour- 
ages its  tranquillity,  and  rejoices  in  its  repose  ;  why  should 
we  then  disquiet  ourselves  so  much  when  our  friends  fall 
asleep  in  Jesus? 

Tuesday,  December''  7. — We  counteract  the  kind  desigft 
of  Providence ;  he  keeps  the  time  of  our  decease  hiddea 
from  us,  that  v/e  may  be  prepared  to  meet  it  every  day ;  but 
because  we  know  not  the  precise  time  of  our  departure,  we 
forget  that  we  shall  ever  die,  and  indulge  the  oblivion.    * 

How  shall  all  heaven  dilate  my  soul,  in  the  very  moment 
I  shall  enter  into  the  invisible  world  1  A  change,  sudden, 
sweet,  transporting,  shall  pass  upon  me,  and  earthly  cares, 
and  worldly  concerns,  and  carnal  delights,  and  temporal 
pains,  and  corroding  sorrows,  shall  never  more  be  known. 
Such  views  may  balance  the  fears  of  death,  and  make  me 
meditate  on  the  decisive  moment  with  composure  and  peace. 

Birthday,  May  30,  1774. — How  short  is  the  span,  and 
how  brittle  is  the  thread  of  life,  the  experience  of  numbers 
can  tell.  Two  days  ago,  a  person  sits  down  without  any 
complaint  of  sickness  or  pain,  and  expires  without  a  groan. 
And  who  can  tell  but  my  decease  may  be  as  sudden  and  un- 
expected ?  Should  not  such  events  be  caveats  against  revel- 
ling and  feasting  on  our  birth-day?  May  the  day  of  my 
death  in  all  respects  be  better  to  me  than  the  day  of  mv 
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birth  i  In  a  word,  I  must  either  bless  God  for  being  bora 
again,  or  curse  the  day  that  ever  I  was  born. 

July  1. — One  thing  that  renders  the  disembodied  state 
awful,  is  appearing  in  the  immediate  presence  of  the  great 
Govi.  Now,  were  my  soul  sweetly  and  intimately  acquaint- 
ed with  God,  and  admitted  into  heavenly  communion  with 
him,  I  would  have  no  pain  nor  perturbation  at  entering  oil 
the  nearest  presence  of  ruy  dearest  friend ;  death  would, 
chanjiemv  place,  not  my  company. 

Titpsdaij,  Aug:.  2. — As  a  person  may  have  the  form  of  god- 
liness without  the  power,  so  may  I  liave  the  form  of  remem- 
bering my  latter  end,  without  a  ri^h*^  practical  reiuembraoGti^ 
of  death.  To  say  something  of  mortality  by  course,  and  to' 
believe  mysf^lf  a  dying  man,  are  quite  dilTerent.  0  to  have 
such  a  belief  of  death,  as  to  nvike  me  walk  ci:cumspectiy 
wiiatever  1  do,  every  day  m-klerately  careful  for  the  pre- 
sent world,  and  earnestly 'careful  for  the  world  to  come  ! 

Tuesday,  September  6\ — A  prospect  of  my  latter  e-id  may 
make  me'  less  careful  about  all  interveninic  concerr.s,  of 
whatever  moment.  The  king  needs  not  to  be  much  m  love 
v/ith  a  crown,  nor  the  slave  ittuch  lolhe  his  chain,  shice  both 
are  to  be  removed  to-inorrow, 

Tuesday,  Oct.  4.— Cares  witliout,  and  corruption  within, 
make  m.y  situation  here  but  melancholy:  yet,  like  the  worst 
of  all  slaves,  I  am  in  love  with  mj  chains,  and  solace  myseli 
in  my  bonda<j;e. 

"luesdau,  JV'oi".  1,— Come  from  a  long  journey,  let  me  ^re- 
nieaiber.  that  I  have  a  much  lonsjer  journey  before  me.  This 
has  been  to  no  purpose,  and  might  i'.ave  been  avoided;  but 
that  journey  cannot  be  avoided,  aii'l,  I  liope,  shall  be  to  the 
noblest  purpose,  in  bringing  me  home  to  my  native  country, 
and  my  Fatiier's  house.  Why  beats  nut  my  heart  with  joy 
at  ih^  thought  of  home  r 

Bee.  1.— 0  king  of  terrors  I  what  havo ck  hast  th :»u  made, 
what  numbers  led  to  prison,  siiice  I  appeared  in  life!  If 
thirty  years  measure  *^\t  life  of  ma.i,  I  have  seen  tlie  world 
wholly  swept,  and  well  nigh  half  spent  again,  of  all  its  in- 
habitants/ For  though  numbers,  as  I  have  done,  arrive  at 
forty-four,  greater  numbers  die  at  fourteen  ;  a  id  should  hun- 
dreds gee  sixty  years,  thousands  never  see  si  <  rao-jns ;  or, 
should  one  now  and  then  s^e  ninety  or  an  hundfed  suns,  yet 
greater  uumbirs  never  s?e  the  sun  at  all.  But,  O  death  !  how- 
ever thou  mayest  appear  to  the  wicked,  kno  v  that  thou  shalt 
only  perform  the  drudgery  of  a  conquered,  a  captive  king,  to 
aU  the  saints  of  God;}  even  drasv  ihem  ia  their  clay  cha,riot 
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to  the  gate  of  glory,  and  open  the  chariot-door,  that  they  may 
step  into  the  immediate  presence  of  God. 

Tiiesdaij,  Bee.  6. — This  day  death  has  brought  to  the  house 
appointed  for  all  living,  a  youth,  who  two  days  hence  was  to 
have  presented  his  sister  to  her  bridegroom  on  her  marriage- 
day/  How  is  sorrow,  and  mourning,  and  svoe,  inlaid  and 
wrapped  through  ail  the  affairs  o(  human  liff,  that  we  may 
never  forget  ourselves,  but  be  serious  even  when  permitted 
to  be  most  cheerful !  The  friends,  if  tliey  have  any  feelings 
of  humanity,  must  make  but  a  mournful  appearance  on  the 
wedding  day,  since  so  near  a  friend  is  no  more. 

Jan.  2,  1775. — Not  a  year  ends,  or  begins,  but  with  lamen- 
tation, mourning,  and  woe,  to  many.  And  this  should  mod- 
«rate  the  mirth  of  all,  since  the  lot  of  one  may  be  the  lot  of 
all.  The  case  of  tlie  young  man  who  was  interred  two  days 
ago,  rouses  up  all  the  tender  feelings  of  my  soul.  In  his  last 
illness,  he  has  the  use  and  exercise  of  his  reason,  and  is  ex- 
tremely solicitous  about  his  eternal  state  ;  begs  his  friends 
to  holdup  his  case  to  a  throne  of  grace;  cries  out,  that  he  is 
willing  to  be  an  eternal  debtor  to  free  grace ;  but  withal  de- 
plores that  he  has  not  the  least  assurance  for  the  dreadful 
step !  What  diligence,  Wijat  care,  can  be  too  much,  to  make 
our  calling  and  election  sure,  and  make  us  go  triumphing  off 
the  field  of  battle/ 

February  5, — When  I  see  a  person  wasting  under  an  in- 
veterate consumption,  I  am  ready  to  say  to  myself,  how  soon 
must  that  soul  mingle  in  the  world  of  spirits  /  But  is  not 
every  man,  am  not  I,  as  surely  under  the  sentence  of  death 
as  ,he  ?  A  few  weeks,  and  a  few  years,  make  no  difference 
to  candidates  for  eternity;  therefore  may  I  say,  how  soon 
must  every  man,  how  soon  must  I,  mingle  in  the  world  of 
spirits!  And  what  proofs  of  this  just  now  surround  me! 
There  an  infant,  that  can  scarcely  be  said  to  have  seen  the 
sun,  dies,  unseen,  in  the  silent  night ;  and  there  a  sister,  that 
a  few  weeks  ago  performed  kind  offices  about  her  dying  bro- 
ther, is  laid  in  the  house  of  silence  ;  there  one  acquaintance, 
who  had  betrothed  one  of  his  children,  must  not  remain  to 
see  the  nuptials  solemnized  ;  while  another  acquaintance  is 
hurried  off  by  a  few  hours  illness,  and  leaves  a  young  family 
and  a  bed-ridden  widow.  These  are  lessons  from  every  quar- 
ter, from  every  situation  of  life  ;  they  are  loud,  and  are  all 
directed  to  me.    O  to  hear  them  for  my  good/ 

Tuesday,  March  7. — This  is  the  melancholy  day  that  rob- 
bed me  of  the  last  of  my  near  relations  ;  but  were  I  assured 
that  all  mj  dear  frieiads  were  some  time  very  soon  to  make 
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me  a  visit,  and  have  pothing  terrifying  in  it,  but  converse 
with  me  a  few  hours  on  the  most  pleasant  and  improving  sub- 
jects, how  would  I  forget  mj  mourning  in  expectation  of  the 
longed-for  meeting.'  Well,  then,  though  they  shall  never 
return  tome,  I  am  certain  that  I  shall  go  to  them,  and  as 
certain  that,  when  v/e  meet  in  the  heavenly  presence,  we 
shall  be  better  company  to  each  other,  than  we  ever  could  be 
below,  and  the  perfections  and  love  of  God  shall  be  our  in- 
exhaustible theme  through  en^lless  day  / 

March  24. — A  few  days  ago,  my  horse  being  frightened, 
jumped  from  under  me,  so  that  I  fell  to  the  ground,  and  fell 
on  my  forehead  ;  had  it  been  on  a  stone,  or  with  greater  force, 
it  might  have  proved  mortal.  Wherever  I  go,  or  whatever 
I  do,  there  is  but  an  hair-breadtn  between  me  and  death; 
but  happy  I,  if  I  be  still  nearer  to  thy  love  than  to  dissolu- 
tion itself. 

Tuesday,  Jipril  2. — ^There  is  a  time  in  which  we  account 
ourselves  young,  and  there  is  a  time  in  which  we  ought  to 
think  ourselves  growing  old.  What  is  in  youth,  that  we  are 
so  fond  about  it  ?  or  in  old  age,  that  we  are  so  averse  from 
it?  It  is  life  we  seek  in  the  one,  and  death  we  shun  in  ih^ 
other;  but  in  every  period  of  life  we  may  die,  though  in  old 
age  we  mustho:  dissolved.  From  this  time,  i^\-\Qn,  1  will  look 
upon  myself  as  in  the  afternoon  of  life,  and  as  uncertain  when 
my  sun  may  set  to  rise  no  more  :  But,  0  '  that  then  a  better 
day  and  a  brighter  sun  may  arise  on  me,  never  to  be  obscu* 
red,  never  to  set  again  I 

Tuesday,  May  2. — As  I  would  wish  to  enjoy  the  society 
of  saints  and  angels  after  deatii,  so  would  I  eagerly  wish  for 
the  company  of  saints  in  life.  Death  can  never  separate  the 
happy  members  that  are  united  to  the  glorious  Head,  and  can 
neverhurtthehappy  person  that  is  interested  in  Jesus.  Twerf* 
ty  years  ago,  I  was  full  of  schemes  ahout  my  future  life;  but 
should  not  my  care,  concern,  and  anxiety  be  diminished  now 
according  to  that  great  deduction  of  years  ?  for  while  I  k;jow 
not  if  there  remains  a  year  or  two  to  forecast  about,  I  am 
sure  there  are  twenty  years  gone  that  I  shall  never  have 
more  concern  with. 

Birth-day,  May  30. — Tliis  day,  one  in  high  life  is  to  be 
laid  in  the  silent  grave,  and  another  lies  silent  iu  death.  Nov7 
iJistinctions  cease  for  ever,  and  the  disembodied  soul  of  a 
sovereign  carries  no  nobility  with  it  into  the  world  of  spirits 
from  the  purple  and  the  sceptre.  0.'  then,  to  put  on  the  righ- 
teousness of  the  Saviour,  by-  which  I  shall  shine  when  tlie  sun 
-and  moon  are  extinguished.    Many  a  birth-day  have  I  seen,' 
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it  would  be  folly  to  expect  to  see  many  more  ;  but  may  I  sdB 
a  better  day,  when  days,  and  months,  and  }ears  are  no  morew 

It  is  work  sufticient  for  our  whole  life,  for  every  mument 
of  our  time,  to  prepare  aright  for  death  ;  and  yet  any  other 
work  gets  easily  the  ascendant  of  this  with  us.  Ifiathe 
course  of  a  week,  one  were  to  secure  to  }iimself  as  much  as 
sliould  make  a  livelihood  to  him  as  long  as  he  should  live, 
with  what  constant  care,  unabating  eagerness,  and  vigorous 
anxiety,  would  he  attend  to  tlie  acquisition.'  But  when -eter- 
nal happiness  is  to  be  secured  in  the  few  years,  months,  or 
days  of  an  uncertain  life,  what  madness  is  it  to  slip  the  gol- 
den opportunity  till  all  is  lost  1 

Tuesdai/,  June  6. — A  person  deceased  has  left  immense 
riches  to  a  near  frien.i ;  some  envy,  others  wonder,  and  all 
talk  of  it ;  but  what  can  thebequeatiied  sums  do  for  the  sur- 
vivor? Alas!  tlie  shining  heap  cannot  procure  health,  and 
banish  sickness  ;  cannot  give  peace  of  minJ,  and  secure 
against  anguish  and  disquiet;  cannot  defend  against  the 
wrinkles  of  old  age,  or  bribe  devouring  death;  what  ad- 
vantage then,  shall  the  seeing  of  tiiese  sums  do  to  the  pos- 
sessor, who  also  in  a  little  u.ust  be  stript  of  all  by  death? 
How  happy,  then,  to  liave  my  treasure  laid  up  in  heaven  1 
for  death,  instead  of  tearing  me  from  my  possession  like 
tiie  men  of  the  v;orld,  shall  bring  me  to  the  full  enjoyment 
of  mine  ever  asting  all. 

Tuesday,  July  4. — Such,  by  nature,  is  my  attachment  to 
life,  such  my  aversion  troin  deatti,  though  I  cannot  always 
live,  but  must  at  some  period  die,  that  it  is  iiighly  needful 
periodically  to  fix  my  meditations  on  death.  He  is  in  a 
melancholy  case  whom  the  prospect  of  death  makes  melan- 
choly; but  thrice  happy  he  who  rejoices  in  view  of  dissolu- 
tion. What  are  riches,  honours,  titles,  family,  and  friends 
pleasures  and  delights,  in  the  hour  of  death,  in  the  day  of 
eternity  ?  Again,  what  are  poverty,  disgrace,  disappoint- 
ment, solitude,  pain,  and  anguish,  in  the  hour  of  death,  in 
the  day  of  eternity?  Then,  whenever  the  vanities,  or  vexa- 
tious of  time,  swell  and  bulk  big  in  mine  eyes,  I  will  look  to 
the  hour  of  death,  to  the  day  of  eternity,  and  see  them  de- 
crease and  forever  disappear. 

Tuesday,  Jiug.  I. — How  am  I  like  an  old  tree,  that,  while 
near  the  time  of  bein":  lelled,  strikes  its  roots  deeper,  and 
spreads  them  wider,  and  thus  takes  a  faster  hold  in  the 
ground,  which  it  must  quit  saloon  /  O  to  have  the  carnal 
mind  removed,  the  affections  set  on  thin^^s  above,  and  this 
world  kept  under  my  feet !  Just  nov/,  siuce  I  began  to  write, 
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St  letter  is  arrived,  imforming  me  of  the  death  of  a  friend  ; 
and  this  is  giving  me  a  recent  instance  of  flie  truth  which 
I  would  fain  imprint  on  my  mind,  that  I  am  but  a  sojourner 
below.  O  to  be  much  conversant  about  that  world  where 
all  live  unto  God,  for  in  this  world  we  die  to  one  another 
very  f'lst.  Those  that  to-day  mourn  over  a  dead  friend,  in 
a  Httle  die  themselves,  and  transfer  their  lamentations  to 
the  disconsolate  survivors;  hence,  mourning  shall  never  be 
out  of  the  world,  till  suppressed  by  deeper  astonishment  at 
the  resurrection  of  the  dead,  and  tlie  commg  of  the  Judge. 

How  mournful  the  condition  of  my  friend  !  The  husband 
has  lost  the  wife  of  his  youth,  the  wife  of  his  bosom;  and 
his  children  have  losttlie  knees  that  dandled  them,  the  paps 
that  gave  them  suck;  so  must  all  the  tender  relations  be 
torn  asunder  by  the  iron  hand  of  death.  0  I  then,  to  have 
a  relation  that  will  bid  defiance  to  dissolution  itself 

Tuesday  Sept.  5. — A  right  belief  of  death  will  moderate 
every  passion,  and  every  expectation.  Why  should  we  ex- 
cessively love  what  we  must  loose  so  soon  r  Why  greatly 
fear  foes  or  afflictions,  which  so  soon  shall  be  no  more? 
Wherefore  expect  any  felicity  on  this  side  the  grave,  where 
death  renders  every  joy  uncertain :  But  God  v.e  should 
reverence  with  filial  fear,  love  with  glowing  ardour,  and  ia 
his  plenitude  expect  all  satisfaction. 

Jsfov.  12 — How  miserable  wovld  our  life  be,  if  often  vis- 
ited with  sickness,  or  attached  with  such  acute  pain  as  I 
felt  last  night !  a  pain  so  intense,  that  I  cannot  have  a  full 
idea  of  it  now  that  it  is  gone.  What  lan^iuage,  then,  can 
describe,  or  what  thought  comprehend,  the  wretched  state 
of  those  who  feel  pains  infinitely  more  excruciating,  and 
tortures  infinitely  m.ore  agonizing,  than  any  thing  in  time  ' 
while  the  soul,  in  every  power  and  faculty,  feels  anguish 
and  distress,  torment  and  depair,  in  a  superior  degree  to 
the  bady  r  And,  alas  !  how  many  are  on  the  gallop  to  this 
dreadtuf  state  ? 

O  for  gratitude  to  my  kind  Deliverer  ;  and  O  to  improve 
the  rosy  hours  of  ease  and  health  in  preparing  for  the  world 
to  come  I 

Tuesday  Jan,  2.  1776. — -The  year  is  ended,  and  another 
begun  ;  so  must  my  life  end,  and  I  enter  on  another  state. 
G  to  begin  the  heavenly  state  in  time  /  O  to  bring  eternity 
near  by  faith  and  meditation,  since  it  is  drawing;  nearer  ev- 
ery day  I  The  patience  of  God  is  not  exercised,  the  kind- 
ness of  Providence  is  not  poured  down,  to  make  me  forget 
ihat  1  must  shortly  go  hence,  and  be  no  more  seen,  but  to 
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bring  me  nearer  to  himself,  even  bj  the  way,  "with  wliom  t 
ivould  hope  to  dwell  for  ever. 

Tuesday  Jlpril  2. Last  night,  four  hours  sleep  depart- 
ed from  me  by  a  slight  pain  in  my  head.  What  then,  thought 
I,  must  their  situation  be,  who  are  tormented  through  the 
endless  night  of  wrath  ;  who  cannot  wait  for  the  morning- 
light,  because  the  day  is  fled  from  them  forever !  O  it  is  sad 
to  take  up  Saul's  complaint  at  our  latter  end  ?  "  Health  is 
departed  from  me,  time  is  departed  from  me,  opportunities 
are  past,  friends  and  1  must  soon  part  for  ever,  and  the  Phil- 
istines are  upon  me  ;  sickness  is  upon  me,  anguish  is  come 
upon  me  ;  and,  which  sums  up  ail,  God  regards  me  not,  but 
is  about  to  depart  from  me  for  evermore." 

luesdai/,  May  7. — Amidst  a  world  of  uncertainties  which 
daily  beset  me,  of  this  I  may  be  sure,  that  death  will  not  dis- 
appoint me  ;  and  since  I  cannot  shake  myself  free  of  vanities 
and  vexations,  (like  an  abnoxious  person  in  the  midst  of  an 
enraged  mob,  who  no  soouer  gets  free  ofo-^e  impertinent 
fellow,  but  he  is  attacked  by  anv'ither,)  (\{iAi\\  will  come  and 
set  me  at  safety  from  them  all.  it  is  a  Ciiange  that  is  daily 
going  over  some  of  the  n)en  of  the  world,  and  vet  is  a  strang- 
er to  the  meditation  of  the  greater  part  of  the  world. 

^  Birth-day,  May  SO,  1776. — it  i3  the  custom  of  people  in 
high  life  to  feast  on  their  bjrth-day  ;  may  1  also  feast  my 
soul  in  view  of  (hat  -ta^e  of  eternal  glory,  towards  wiiich  I 
hope  I  am  going/  This  is  fhe  day  which  brought  me  into  the 
world,  and  that  day  is  fast  approaching  thai  snail  bring  me 
into  the  world  of  spirits  ;  wrdch  is  a  change  awful  and  inter- 
esting, and  yti  cannot  be  avoided.  Here  I  accuse  myself 
of  the  most  consummate  fally,  that  I  am  so  anxious  about  a 
few  moments,  when  my  future  state  is  so  near,  and  a  whole 
eternity  before  me.  To  grow  in  grace,  and  ripen  for  glory, 
should  be  the  main  employment  of  a  life  that  is  daily  draw- 
ing nearer  its  end.  I  adore  the  providences  of  this  last  year; 
I  accept  of  the  chastisements,  and  mourn  over  all  my  sins 
and  shortcomings. 

Tuesday,  June  4. — Death,  in  some  respect,  comes  on  all 
men  unawat  es,  but  the  saint  never  shall  be  greatly  surprised* 
He  is  just  like  a  man  going  to  sea,  who,  while  waiting  for  a 
fair  wind,  entertains  himself  agreeably,  contracts  acquaint- 
ance, and  mixes  with  company  ;  but  the  wind  shifts,  and  he 
is  sent  for:  though  surprised  with  the  sudden  message,  he 
springs  to  his  feet,  bids  all  his  friends  adieu,  and  with  alac- 
rity hurries  aboard.  Thus  I  know  I  must  die,  but  when  I 
cannot  say ;  1  expect  it  some  time,  but  may  meet  death  at  a 
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the  silent  grave  devours  up  all.  But  what  a  sweet  thing  is 
hope  in  death,  and  consolation  in  my  last  moments  J  And 
my  last  moments  are  daily  approaching;  O  that  they  may 
be  my  best  moments,  and  bring  me  to  my  endless  rest. 

July  16.— When  any  of  our  friends  die,  at  what  pains  are 
"we  to  place  them  in  paradise !  how  ibnd  are  we  to  believe, 
that  though  we  saw  their  failings,  yet  their  heart  was  good* 
and  their  grace  was  real  .^  and  we  collect  every  thin^-  about 
them,  to  render  it  probable  that  they  are  in  heaven.  ^From 
all  which,  what  I  would  infer  is  this,  why  should  not  every 
man,  why  should  not  I,  give  all  diligence  to  make  our  own 
calling  and  election  sure  while  alive  t  It  is  sweet  to  have 
>the  evidences,  scriptural  evidences  for  heaven,  in  our  own 
breast,  shining  through  our  conversation,  and  dropping  from 
our  tongue  in  our  last  moments.  We  wish  to  secure  our 
friends  in  heaven  when  they  are  dead,  why  not  to  secure 
heaven  for  ourselves  while  we  live  ?  if  it  is  comfort  to  ua 
to  think  that  our  friends  are  in  heaven,  should  it  not  be  our 
•onsolation  to  see  ourselves  going  to  heaven  ? 
^  dug.  24. — I  see  some  men,  though  arrived  at  the  vero-e  of 
life,  and  emaciated  with  disease,  still  fond  to  protract* Kfe, 
which,  if  much  longer  protracted,  must  become  a  very  bur! 
den.  This  folly  I  condemn  in  others  ;  and  when  I  arrive  at 
the  same  period,  which  is  fast  approaching,  I  wish  I  may  not 
be  guilty  of  it  myself.  Had  I  bright  views,  through  a  strong 
faith  of  the  heavenly  glory,  I  would  rather  long  to  be  dis- 
solved, that  I  might  be  with  Christ,  than  to  dwell  enthron- 
on  this  dunghill,  where  crowns  totter,  sceptres  break,  and 
>var  and  confusion  overwhelm  the  nations,  and  where  sin 
and  corruption  make  continual  inroads  into  my  soul. 

Tuesday y  Oct  1.— -As  our  harvest-work  is  over,  (and  this 
is  a  harvest  month,)  our  cares  subside ;  and  when  all  the 
fruits  of  tae  field  are  gathered  in,  our  whole  concern  is  turn- 
ed  into  another  channel,  to  provide  food  for  our  housholds, 
or  prepare  the  ground  for  another  crop.  Just  so,  since  much 
of  my  time  is  over,  why  is  not  my  concern  about  the  tliino-g 
of  time  greatly  lessened  ?  Since  eternity  is  the  approaching 
period, why  do  not  I  make  provision  f;:r  a  world  to  come? 
Again,  to  weary  reapers,  what  can  be  more  agreeable  than 
a  soft  bed,  and  a  sound  sleep  at  night  ?  Such  is  the  deaf'  of 
the  happy  soul  that  dies  in  J^sus  ;  his  toils  are  finished,  and 
his  weaiy  dust  shall  rest  till  raised  up  immortal,  W1iy 
sfeguld  I  startle  at  my  couch  more  thaa  they  g 
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Tuesday,  •Vor.  5. — How  soon  must  life,  and  all  the  scenes 
of  life,  come  to  an  end  !  But,  happy  heir  of  heaven  .'  if  all 
the  fulness  of  God,  if  all  the  glories  of  eternity,  be  mine 
when  time  is  no  more.  I  wish  to  enjoy  God  in  his  sifts,  in 
his  creatures,  in  his  ordinances,  in  his  graces,  and  in  his 
Christ  here  ;  but  in  his  glories,  in  his  Son,  and  in  himself 
hereafter,  in  the  highest  degree  of  perfection. 

Tuesday y  JDeceiiiber  3. — When  I  come  to  a  bed  of  lan- 
guishing, may  my  comforts  flow  rather  from  the  prospect 
of  a  better  life,  than  from  my  hopes  of  recovery.  But  this  I 
see,  that  he  that  is  not  serious  in  the  hours  of  health,  may  be 
sad  and  sorrowful,  but  wiii  not  be  serious  in  the  day  of 
trouble,  at  the  hour  of  death.  To  live  careless  about  our 
soul,  is  the  way  to  die  under  stupidity  of  soul.  Conscience 
may  s.imrtimes  be  awakeced,  yet  the  man  die  unconverted. 
O  to  be  kept  from  a  false  hope,  and  a  faithless  fear !  then 
shall  t  rejoice  in  prospect  of  dissolution. 

This  day  the  man  shat  was  once  bitterly  mine  enemy  is 
in  trouble;  but  I  behave  as  he  were  my  brother;  and  be- 
fore him  who  searches  the  heart,  I  desire  to  send  my  pray- 
ers to  the  throne  of  grace  for  him.  He  that  rejoices  at  the 
calamity  of  his  enemy,  has  a  disease  in  his  own  soul  that 
may  cause  him  to  mourn. 

JDec.  19. — This  is  a  melancholy  day  with  some;  O  that 
it  may  be  a  day  of  reflection  with  all  I  for  to  trifle  on  the 
brink  of  eternity  is  terrible ;  and  where  but  on  the  brink  of 
eternity  does  every  living  man  stand  ? 

The  widow  and  her  daughters  weep  in  the  house,  and  the 
boys  weeping  attend  the  bier;  but  the  husband  and  father 
are  lost  in  death,  and  nothing  but  a  lump  of  insensible  flay 
is  before  us  ;  But,  O  happy  orphans  I  whose  father  is  God,; 
and  happy  widow  !  whose  judge  is  the  Lord. 

Bee.  23. — Whether  shall  I  be  most  astonished  at  the  stu- 
pidity of  the  dyino;  sinner,  or  of  his  surviving  friends  r  Here 
an  intimate  acquaintance  of  mine  expires,  and  his  relations 
send  him  straight  to  heaven  ;  and  yet,  O  strange!  and  yet» 
though  convinced  that  his  death  was  at  hand,  he  drops  not 
a  single  word  in  commendation  of  religion  ;  he  has  nothing 
to  say  in  praise  of  free  grace  Though  the  great  apostle 
Paul  cooll  say,  Brethren,  pray  for  us,  yet  he  asks  not  one 
petition  to  be  addressed  to  the  throne  of  grace  for  hini^ 
either  bv  ministers,  or  Christians  that  ceme  to  see  him. — 
He  iias  no  con. plaint  of  indwelling  sin,  or  the  errors  of  his 
life.  He  ha",  not  a  word  of  advice  to  give  to  any  around 
hmf.    The  best  of  saints  have  had  iheir  fears  at  death  j  but 
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this  man  has  no  fear,  and  vet  no  exercise  of  ^rac.  or  act- 
ings of  faith.  Re  Ts  never  observed  to  have  prtyer  or  e.ac- 
ulation.  Jacob  on  his  deatli-Ded  could  cry,  I  have  icait^d 
M  thy  salvation,  O  Lord;  and  Paul,  /  ^^.J/^zr"".  J 
haveheheved;  but  he  says  nothin-^  and  yet  fears  nothing  I 

P.V   liVTi"   .?    "'^    '  ^'"'''"=^'  P^'"'  admonished  me,  that 
mv  life,   like  this  year,  must  have  its  last  dav.     But  what 
mu.t  the  anguisn  of  a  soul  in  pain  be,  when  it  "mav  not  con- 
p!am,  or  has  none  to  complain  to  I  Death  lays  the  saint  as 
Avell  as  the  sinner  very  low  ;  but  tiiere  is  a  noble  balance 
h.ere,  for  when  my  mortal   frame  is  almost  dissolved    mv 
heavenly  state  is  well  nigh   begun.     When  my  friends,  Z 
and  uisconsulate,  cover  my  dust  ,n  th^  grave,  my  soul,  ^lad 
and  triumphant,  is  crowned  with  unflidTn-  glory      You   mv 
friends,  may  weep  on  my  account,  but  itsliould  be  foriovat 
my  felicity,  and   not  for  sorrow  at  my  departure,     [t-the 
dying  saint  was  never  in  such  an  humbled  stat-  before    he 
^vas  never  so  near  a  state  of  such  heaveniv  exaltation.- 
Ihen  though  there  may  be  a  mourning  and  ^lamentation  in 
my   house   on  the  day  of  my  death,  tiiere  shall   be  joy  and 
acclamation  m  my  Father's  house,  in  the  hour  of  mv  ascen- 
sion ;  and  in    ^le  general   hallelujah,  I  shall  forget  all  mv 
sorrow,  and  be  filled  with  unspeakable  jov.     Th?  sorrow  Jf 
•  rela  ions  must  dimmish,  (the  sooner  the  better),  but  mv  iov 
shall  be  on  the  increase  through  eternal  ages. 

Jan.  1,  irrr.-~I  have  begun  another  velr,  but  cannot  be 
certain  of  another  day  ;  yet  I  have  a  whole  eternity  betor^ 
me  anc  to  prepare  for  that  m:^  well  emplov  all  mv  time^ 
Death  HI  itselt  is  a  melancaolv  dispensation  to  all;  but 
the  deatn  of  some  has  something  in  it  verv  afflictino-  to 
tnends.  Thus  my  acquaintance,  alone  in  his  room,  and 
come  to  warm  himself  at  the  fire,  is  seized  with  a  fdintin«-- 
ht,  and  falls  into  the  fire,  where  he  is  roasted  to  death  be- 
tore  any  person  enters  the  room.  And  who  but  the  poor 
mother  tuat  had  suckled  him  comes  first  in,  and  finds  him 
m  tnis  deplorable  situation!  What  she  feels.  I  own  I  dare 
not  attempt  to  put  in  words  ;  but  who  can  tell  in  what  man- 
ner I  must  aief  O  to  die  in  Jesus,  and  I  shall  be  safe  wae- 
tUer  dro  vned  in  a  stream,  or  devoured  bj  the  flame  ! 

Jan.  i^s.  —  VVnat  sad  aggravations  have  the  sorrows  of 
some,  iviy  school-feilow  a-!  acqiainta.-ice,  who  ha,  been 
many  years  tar  abroad,  and  by  the  fond  parent  loii- ex- 
pected home;— ah!  poor  parent,  how  o  ten  has  t.iv  fancy 
with  heart-fek  joy,  acted  over  the  auspicious  me.tK,  ^  ar^ 
ranged  tha  kind  embraces,  and  the  mutual  endea/menti, 
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with  all  the  subsequent  scenes  of  happiness  on  the  reception 
of  thy  son  !  But  while  tiie  happy  day  is  expected,  the  youth 
foro-ets  to  write  his  dearest  friend  ;  then  the  parent  writes, 
chidino^  the  unj^rateful  silence,  and  at  the  same  time  breath- 
ing parental  affection.  Well,  what  is  his  answer?  None; 
but  an  acquaintance  come  from  that  country  informs  that  he 
is  no  more.  O  how  many  arrows  must  pierce  the  tender 
heart!  She,  like  the  mourner  of  J^^ain,  is  a  widow,  and  has 
lost  her  only  son.  Then,  may  the  compassionate  Saviour, 
though  he  raise  not  her  son  now,  yet  comfort  and  support 
her  soul,  and  say,   JFouum,  weep  not.' 

Tiiesdaij,  April  1.— Whatever  disappointments  we  may 
meet  with  in  time,  death  will  not  disappoint  us  at  the  end  ; 
and  we  may  think  the  less  of  all  lesser  disappointments,  in 
view  of  this  great  change.  I  have  lessons  of  mortality  eve- 
ry day,  and  admonitions  to  remember  a  world  to  come,  and 
vet  hov/  little  do  I  think  on  these  things?  This  is  a  lamen- 
tation, and  shall  be  for  a  lamentation. 

Mau  l.~The  more  pleasures  we  possess,  the  more  i3ains 
we  may  expect.  He  that  has  the  dearest  relations  to  height- 
en his  bliss,  may  fear  the  severest  anguish  in  losin*  them; 
just  so,  this  day  my  near  neighbour  and  dear  acquaintance, 
'who  of  his  flourishing  family  has  one  son  that  shines  in  the 
v.orld,  and  trades  to  foreign  lands,  gets  the  melancholy 
nev/s  that  he  is  no  more.^  The  affectionate  mother,  who 
lono-ed  to  embrace  her  son,  whom  she  had  not  seen  for  ma- 
ny years,  and  whom  she  had  expected  very  soon  to  see,  feels 
in  the  most  tender  manner,  and  is  drowned  in  mourning  and 
v/oe,  while  i'wQ  father  feels  alltiie  severity  of  a  manly  grief. 
But'the  invisible  world  calls  off  my  attention  from  lesser 
thino-s,  to  ask  (but  who  can  tell  r)  the  state  of  the  soul.  0  ! 
then?  to  die  in  Jesus,  and  all  shall  be  well ! 

Alatj  24. — Some  men  are  threatened  with  death  through 
some  severe  disease,  but  a  compassionate  God  pities  them 
as  his  creatures,  not  as  his  children,  and  girds  them  anew 
with  strength,  as  he  did  Cvrus  of  old,  though  they  have  not 
known  hini ;  but  it  is  melancholy  to  see  the  sinner  go  to  the 
very  gates  of  hell,  hang  over  the  pit,  and  very  near  plunging 
into  it,  and  yet,  when  pulled  back  by  the  hand  of  Heaven, 
run  on  to  perdition  and  woe. 

Dirth-dai/,  May  SO.— This  day,  come  from  a  long  journey, 
I  am  arrived  at  my  home,  or  rather  inn,  w  here  I  only  lodge 
a  few  nights  on  my  journey  to  my  long  home,  the  si  ent 
o-rave.  Now,  as  a  traveller'is  thankful,  though  not  over  so- 
licitous, for  a  good  night's  lodging,  so  I  desire  to  bless  H  ea- 
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ven  for  the  conveniences  of  life  which  I  enjoy,  \v!;ile  I  would 
"wish  to  fix  in  my  mint),  that  I  must  soon  remove  from  eve- 
ry thing  below.  But  O  what  a  noble  habitation  ia  the  liea- 
ven  of  y;lory,  the  temple  of  God  I 

Tuesday^,  Jahj  1. — I  liave  now  finished  a  part  of  my  house 
that  has  long  sfood  unfiiiishecl ;  but  I  desire  to  remeiubcr, 
that  death  can  as  easily  firul  his  way  into  my  house  now  as 
before,  and  that,  thoui^h  snatched  away  from  it,  I  shall  nei- 
ther be  surprised  nor  iJisappointed  ;  not  surprised,  for  I  dare 
not  boast  of  to-morro.v  ;  not  disappointed,  for  I  shall  lose  an 
earthly  cottage,  and  find  an  heavenly  palace.  In  the  mean 
time,  i  bless  God  for  my  habitation  here,  and  much  more  for 
the  hopes  of  a  better  habitation  hereafter. 

Tuesday,  ^^ug.  5. — I  tlesire  to  believe  that  I  am  daily  ap- 
proaching a  world  of  spirits  ;  and  that  from  gospel-solemni- 
ties, as  well  as  from  my  ordinary  vocation,  1  u-ay  be  sum- 
moned to  the  awful  tribunal  of  Heaven,  to  give  an  account 
of  every  word  I  hear,  as  well  as  every  work  I  do.  Alas/ 
•what  inattention  to  the  truths  of  God  s"^tares  me  in  the  face  / 
And  0  to  hear  as  a  dying  man,  and  for  eternity  / 

Tuesday,  Sept.  2. — The  daily  disappointments  I  meet  v/ith 
in  the  world  should  loose  me  from  the  world,  and  prepare 
me  to  leave  the  world.  O  to  believe  that  every  thing  below 
is  vain,  and  to  long  for  the  better  country  ;  To  him  who  is 
to  bless  me  at  the  end  of  my  journey,  well  may  I  commit 
the  guidance  of  my  journey;  and  though  some  part  of  th© 
road  be  rough,  I  will  walk  cheerfully  on  it,  not  because  I 
do  not  feel  pain,  but  because  my  heavenly  Guide  is  pleased 
to  lead  me  along  it. 

Oct.  1. — A  young  man,  while  marrying  a  wife,  is  losing  a 
parent.  How  is  his  joy  over  his  bride  mixed  wiih  sorrow  for 
her  that  bare  him.'  To-day  the  son  is  married,  to-morrow 
the  mother  dies  ;  on  the  third  day  the  young  folks  are  church- 
ed, (as  it  is  called),  and  on  the  fourth  day  the  old  woman  is 
interred  in  the  church-yard.  This  is  a  scene  exquisitely 
mixed,  and  extremely  moving. 

Tuesday,  October  7. — Vexation  and  woe  are  inscribed  on 
human  life.  Here  the  children  lie  on  sick  beds,  but  then- 
moans  and  complaints  disquiet  not  their  poor  father,  for  he 
is  fallen  on  his  rest, and  is  fast  asleep  in  death.'  The  poor 
wife  is  just  recovered  from  a  fever,  to  do  the  last  kind  offices 
to  her  husband  and  her  sick  children,  of  whom  some  are  so 
concerned  about  their  own  decease,  that  they  have  scarce 
time  to  deplore  their  departed  parent.  Amidst  the  sick 
groans  of  his  little  family,  he  yields  up  the  ghost  and  is  no 
more 
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Tuesday,  J\^ovember  4.— Four  weeks  ago,  the  aged  parent 
lost  his  son,  and  attended  him  mourning  to  the  grave  ;  now 
he  has  lost  his  wife,but  being  in  a  fever,  and  having  lost  his 
reason,  cannot  be  persuaded  that  she  is  dead.  He  sef  ms 
also  on  ti.e  very  verge  of  the  invisible  world.  O  the  sad  dis- 
asters,  the  heavj  crosses  and  calamities,  that  waylay  us  in 
our  journey  through  life!  but  happv  if  they  all  eml  at  death, 
and  happy  soul  that  is  prepared  for  deatli,  and  pants  for 
Iieaven  J 

luesdaif,  Dec.  2.— While  thousands  are  anprelended  of 
death  unawares,  0  to  be  prepared  for  death  .'  0  to  be  ready 
to  remove  to  the  world  of  spirits  !  O  to  go  hence  with  cheer- 
lui  alacrity,  like  one  going  home  to  his  father's  ho\ise,  and 
to  his  dearest  fnends  !  If  I  would  be  thus  pn  pared,  I  must 
not  have  two  homes,  but  I  must  account  myself  a  stran^-er 
here,  and  heaven  must  be  my  home.  ° 

Tuesday,  Jan.  6,  1778.— We  may  end  the  year  in  excess, 
aim  begin  it  in  vanity  ;  but  we  should  end  it  as  we  would 
wish  to  end  our  life,  and  begin  it  as  we  would  wish  to  beoin 
eternity, that  is,  with  God.     In  this  how  often  do  I  fail  I  but 

0  to  be  wise  in  all  time  coming.' 

Tuesday,  March  3— Time  is  one  of  the  talents  put  into 
every  man's  hand,  and  is  more  precious  than  we  are  weU 
aware  of ;  and  to  prepare  for  death,  and  to  improve  for  eter- 
nity, may  well  employ  our  time,  though  ever  so  long.  0  ' 
then,  how  may  my  heart  bleed  to  think  how  much  precious 
time  I  have  triced  away  !  O  to  be  wise  in  all  time  coming  ! 
Lawful  recreations  are  allowed  by  heaven;  but  in  tliis  how 
soon  may  we  offend  I  Too  much  pleasure  in  them,  too  much 
time  spent  about  them,  spoils  all.  When  our  amusements 
become  a  part  of  our  employment,  or  call  us  away  from  some-  ~ 
tiling  more  necessary  or  noble,  it  is  h'gh  time  to  drop  them 
altogether. 

Jpril  4.-~The  eye  of  day,  as  it  were,  sees  better,  and  shines 
bngnter,  m  the  opening  spring;  but  there  is  a  period,  when 

1  must  daily  see  worse  and  worse,  till  mine  eyes  are  closed 
m  death.  Now,  when  minute  objects  are  beheld  with  diffi- 
culty may  faith,  the  eye  of  my  soul,  see  heavenly  objects 
-with  delight.  -^      "^ 

Tuesday,  Jpril  /.—Our  life  may  be  happy  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  good  things  of  time  ;  but  we  can  never  be  truly 
happy,  till  we  can  hope  to  be  more  happy  in  the  days  of  our  . 
aeath,  than  we  have  been  since  our  birth-day.  O  how  near 
ami  to  the  day  of  death!  Should  not  I,  then,  let  £0  thf- 
things  of  life  in  view  of  eternity  .? 
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Tuesday,  May  5.— Is  it  possible  that  a  man  may  live  till 
he  forgets  that  he  must  die  ?  Yes  ;  the  greater  part  of  the 
world  has  forgot  it;  alas  !  how  often  am  I  like  to  forget  it 
myself,  and  that  amidst  all  the  admonitions  of  mine  own 
mortality,  in  the  daily  death  of  acquaintance  and  friends. 

May  12.— We  cannot  chuse  the  day  of  death  for  our  friends, 
but  we  can  chuse  the  day  of  their  interment.  How  unlike 
Christians,  then,  to  profane  the  Lord's  day  with  the  pompous 
funerals  of  our  friends  !  In  some  cases  i't  may  be  a  work  of 
necessity,  but  that  verj  seldom  happens ;  but  when  matter 
of  choice,  it  must  be  a  sin,  and  all  that  countenance  it  par- 
take of  the  sin.  O  how  unbecoming  to  see  young  and  old 
assemble  to  survey  a  hearse,  or  stare  at  a  cbtln  and  a  few 
strangers  }  This  is  neither  to  keep  the  day  hoiv,  nor  to  re- 
member their  latter  end. 

Birth-clay,  May  30.— I  have  seen  many  birth-days,  and  I 
am  uncertain  if  I  shall  ever  see  another.  But  there  is  one 
day  which  is  awaiting  me,  a  solemn,  an  awful,  an  interesting 
day,  that  shall  change  my  company,  my  state,  and  my  em- 
ployment. Every  event,  the  neare'r  it  comes,  is  the  oftener 
in  our  meditation;  but  death,  v.hich  is  the  cardinal,  the  crown- 
ing event,  often  comes  like  an  enemy,  by  surprise,  and  seiz- 
es us  while  thought  to  be  at  a  very  great  distance. 
_  Tuesday,  J«/y  T.— Confined  to 'time  and  sense,  I  lose  the 
sight  of  a  future  state,  though  it  should  be  my  whole  concern. 
But  0  to  have  my  views  widening  for  eternity,  all  mv  pow- 
ers opening  for  glory,  and  my  whole  soul  panting  for'  God  .' 
It  f  have  a  monthly  interview  with  death,  I  should  also  take 
a  monthly  farewell  of  every  thino;  below.  Farewell,  then, 
all  that  I  possess,  all  that  I  expect  to  possess  in  time;  but 
welcome  all  the  treasures  of  eternity,  all  the  fulness  of  God. 
Tuesday,  dngust  2.— The  shorter  my  time  grows,  the 
brighter  should  be  my  views  of  eternity;"  and  I  should  feel 
the  less  for  troubles  or  disappointments,  as  the  very  sphere 
in  which  they  move  (time)  is  so  soon  to  be  removed"!  What 
sparkling  glories  cheer  while  eternity  opens  before  me,  with 
all  the  unknown  joys  of  paradise  T  What  can  one  feel  i;i 
time  that  has  such  a  prospect?  O  to  live  in  view  of  that 
world  where  I  shall  be,  and  possess  whatever  I  can  wish  or 
desire,  and  more  than  I  can  conceive. 

Au^.  27.- Alas  !  from  the  nearest  friends  rise  Wie  sharpest 
sorrows  and  grief  to  all  the  godly  !  A  woman,  long  renown- 
eld  for  religion  and  sense,  meets  with  some  worldly  losses, 
(what  else  should  we  expect  in  this  world?)  and  turns  pee- 
vish, repining,  and  discontented.  The  poor  husband  shares 
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inth  •  misfortune,  but  keeps  his  temper,  while  she  sees  eve- 
ry thing  going  wrong,  loses  all  peace  of  mind,  and  hangs  her- 
self, and  that  on  the  Lord's  day  !  O  how  changed  the  scene! 
In  that  house  religious  acquaintances  used  to  meet,  and 
pra\  er  to  be  made  ;  but  now  Satan  walks  along  in  triumph. 
In  whatever  form  death  may  come  to  me  or  mine,  let  not  Sa- 
tan be  the  attendant. 

Sept  18. — A  man  may  have  few  comforts  and  many  sor- 
rows, but  he  that  has  any  comforts  must  have  some  sorrows. 
Thus  the  parents  carry  their  young  child  in  perfect  health  to 
bed,  and  in  the  morning  the  mother  rises,  and  leaves  it,  as 
she  thinks,  fast  asleep  ;  but  how  surprised,  when,  after  a  good 
interval,  she  looks,  and  finds  the  infant  stift*  in  death  /  I 
sympatliise,  but  cannot  conceive  the  astonishment,  t'ne  ter- 
ror, the  grief  and  anguish,  that  must  overwhelm  the  mother's 
soul. 

Tuesday,  Oct.  6. — Why  have  I  loads  of  cares  on  my  mind, 
"whdn  in  a  little  I  and  they  must  part  for  ever?  And  what 
need  I  regard  the  stuff  of  this  life,  if  the  good  of  the  land  of 
glory  be  before  me  ?  O  to  be  weaned  from  this  world,  and 
to  have  my  afVections  set  on  high  !  Whatever  is  before  me, 
it  quiets  and  comforts  me  that  I  am  under  the  government 
of  heaven. 

Tuesday,  JV*ov.  3. — He  that  has  appointed  the  bounds  of 
Illy  life,  has  also  regulated  all  the  changes  thereof.  O  what 
tranquility  and  comfort  may  it  yield  me,  that  my  lot  is  at 
his  disposal,  into  whose  hand  I  shall  commit  my  soul  at  deathi 
Nothing  that  can  take  place  with  me  can  prevent  or^jost- 
pone  death  ;  but  death  may  prevent  many  things  that  I  ex- 
pect or  fear  ;  therefore,  1  should  never  be  too  anxious  or  too 
fond  of  any  thing  below. 

Tuesduify  Dec.  1. — How  various  are  my  cares,  many  mine 
enterprises,  how  constant  my  strugglings,  and  how  numerous 
my  fears,  about  a  life  that  is  short  and  uncertain  !  It  is  nat- 
ural to  be  wise  for  this  world,  but  to  act  the  arrant  fool  about 
the  world  to  come.  0  to  believe,  that  as  sure  as  I  am  now 
a'ive,  a  iittie  hence  I  shall  be  dead ;  and  that  as  sure  as  I 
dwell  now  among  men,  I  shall  go  in  a  little  while  to  dwell  in 
a  world  of  spirits. 

Tuesdai/y  Jan.  5,  1779. — One  year  is  ended,  and  another 
year  begun  ;  so  soon  shall  my  life's  short  year  be  finished, 
and  eternity  begin.  O  that  my  heart  could  leap  at  the  thought 
of  eternity!  What  proof  shall  1  give  that  1  am  born  fiomi 
above,  if  I  have  no  desire  to  arrive  at  my  native  country,  at 
rfn§'  Father's  house  ?    I  must  depart  hence,  for  this  is  not  my 
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rest.  But  whence  Is  this,  that  I  am  so  averse  from  entering 
oi^iiiine  everlasting  rest,  and  joining  the  general  assembly 
and  ciuirch  of  the  first-born  ?  An  acquaintance  who  has  been 
long  in  trouble,  is  this  day  a  lifeless  corpse;  and  a  near  neigh- 
bour appears  nearly  to  be  so  ;  and  I  cannot  promise  myself 
another  night's  lodging  in  this  inn,  that  has  entertained  me 
for  many  years.  O  to  meditate  much  !  0  to  converse  often 
with  the  invisible  realities  of  eternity!  Thus  shall  I  shake 
myself  free  from  the  incumbrances  of  time,  and  long  to  set 
out  for  the  other  world. 

Jan.  26. — How  low  may  I  be  brought  at  death,  like  my 
dear  acquaintance,  who  cannot  speak !  He  attempts  it,  but 
the  word  dies  away  before  it  can  be  understood.  0  .'  then, 
to  speak  much  for  God  while  I  can  be  heard  ;  and  that  my 
soul  may  speak  to  God  in  aspirations  of  faith  and  love,  when 
I  can  no  more  converse  with  men  ;  for  God  can  hear  me,  and 
be  near  me  to  the  very  last. 

Tiiesday,  Feb.  2. — My  neighbour  is  now  no  more,  and  in  a 
little  my  neiohbours  shall  also  say  of  me,  he  is  no  more.  I 
cannot  positively  say  how  he  is  employed,  for  the  state  of  the 
dead  is  only  known  to  the  living  God  ;  but  this  I  can  say, 
that  in  a  liltle  I,  my  very  self,  shall  know  the  employment 
of  a  world  of  spirits.  O  to  prepare,  O  to  improve  for  that 
fixed,  for  that  final  state  .' 

Tiiesdaif,  March  2. — Still  some  are  dropping  into  the 
grave,  to  keep  us  always  in  mind  of  our  latter  ^nd  ;  but 
some  sail  with  full  assurance  to  glory.  We  see  a  saint  laid 
on  a  bed  of  languishing,  and  confined  there  for  weeks, 
months,  or  years ;  v.e  see  him  also  suSering  great  sicknes- 
ses, and  tossed  with  sore  pain,  and  are  ready  to  wonder  at 
the  conduct  of  Providence ;  but  0  how  one  moment  of  the 
heavenly  glory  balances  all !  In  these  ages  of  uninterrupted 
communion,  all  the  moments  of  misery  are  forgotten.  And 
no  matter  how  low  I  be  brought  at  the  hour  of  death,  since  I 
shall  be  exalted  to  supereminent  glory.  Verily,  the  suffer- 
ings of  this  present  time,  the  anguish  of  a  sick-bed,  and  the 
pangs  of  dissolution,  are  not  worthy  to  be  compared  to  the 
glory  that  shall  be  revealed  in  us.  O  for  steady  views  of 
that  triumphant  stale,  while  travelling  through  this  land  of 
trouble  and  anguish  / 

Tuesday,  Jipril  6. — Amidst  the  uncertainties  through 
which  I  press,  death  will  not  disappoint  me  ,*  and  the  cer- 
tainty of  my  approaching  dissolution  may  make  me  smile 
in  the  face  of  all  intervening  deceptions :  the  more  so,  if 
my  great  concern  is   secured.    When  wisdom  and  kind- 
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ness  characterise  the  conduct  of  my  friend,  it  would  be  un- 
fair to  complain  of  him  ;  how  much  more  so,  then,  to  arr^gn 
the  providence  of  God,  when  infinite  wisdom  and  tender 
loving  kindness  are  conspicuous  through  the  plan,  and  will 
finish  the  scene  in  my  happy  death,  and  triumphant  entry 
into  the  world  of  bliss  ! 

Tuesday,  May  4. — Every  time  I  add  a  line  to  this  Month- 
ly Memorial,  I  should  do  it  as  the  last,  for  some  line  must 
surely  be  my  last :  O !  then,  to  write  a  hearty  farewell  to 
time,  and  all  the  things  of  time,  and  a  cordial  welcome  to  e- 
ternity,  and  the  world  of  spirits  .' 

Birth-day,  Lord's  day,  May  30.  1779. — It  is  my  duty  to 
be  wholly  in  the  spirit  on  the  Lord's  day  ;  yet  on  the  day  of 
my  Saviour's  resurrection,  who  is  the  iirst-born  of  the  dead, 
it  may  not  be  amiss  to  remember  my  latter  end  ;  and  if  I  be 
risen  with  him  my  own  death  may  afford  me  joy. 

This  Memorial,  since  begun,  has  seen  two  weeks  of  birth- 
days, and  my  life  has  numbered  seven  such  weeks ;  and  so 
I  am  entered  on  my  jubilee :  and  who  can  tell  but  I  may 
soon  enter  on  my  eternal  inheritance,  and  bid  farewell  to  all 
below? 

Those  who  devote  their  birth-day  to  feasting, rather  than- 
to  serious  reflection,  must  either  pass  by  their  birth-  day,  or 
profane  this  blessed  day.     Now,  1  should  work  hard,  be- 
cause the  day  is  far  spent,  and  the  night  ia  approaching ; 
and  I  should  walk  fast,  because  my  sun  is  low. 

Tuesday,  June  1. — There  is  but  one  change  of  great  mo- 
ment, death  ;  there  is  but  one  thing  needful,  salvation  ;  now, 
if  salvation  is  secured,  my  change  will  be  pleasant,  and  all 
intervening  vexations  will  disappear.  I  am  so  near  another 
world,  that  I  ought  to  give  myself  very  little  concern  with 
this,  where  I  am  so  soon  to  be  no  more. 

June  26 — A  minister  of  the  gospel,  an  eloquent  preacher, 
is  called  home.  In  prospect  of  his  approaching  change,  he 
built  nothing  on  what  he  had  taught  to  others,  on  his  high 
attainments,  on  his  sv/eet  experience ;  but  quitting  with  all, 
he  came  as  a  needy  sinner  to  an  all-sufiicient  Saviour,  held 
forth  in  the  gospel  of  free  grace  ;  and  thus  chose  to  take  his 
last  hold  for  eternit3\ 

Wednesday,  Jiug.  4. — A  belief  of  death  is  a  noble  balance 
for  every  thing  in  the  world  ;  nothing  need  exalt,  nothing 
need  depress,  that  soul  that  is  in  a  little  to  bid  farewell  to 
every  thing  below. 

Wednesday,  Sept,  1. — This  day  a  near  neighbour  lies  a 
lifeless  corpse ;  and  to-morrow  I  get  home  my  wife.     In  my 
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rZ'\  *'f  7  '%^""'^  •""''  •confusion,  but  fesfivify  i„  every 
ace,  and  cheerfu  ness  in  every  heart ;  In  his  house  there  i{ 
hurry  and  con(us,o„,  but  sadness  in  every  countenance  and 
sorro^v  ,„  every  heart.  I  well  remember  his  bridal  da v  and 
nay  see  h,s  buna!  too;  so,  many  who  see  my  bride  brouXt 
home,  may  see  us  both  carried  to  our  long  home  A  scene 
po  mournful,  sent  so  near  me,  is  a  caveat'against  excess  of 
joy  in  a  scene  to  me  so  deli-htlul.  ' 

eighbo    and  h.s  state  is  fixed  for  eternity.     O  to  remember 
lus  m  the  midst  of  all  my  mirth  and  rejoicing  !    W  eTom- 

ir  alT"  n"''''-n%'"'''  ""'  ''^^  'P'"'  '"  ^'""iV  will  gall  u 
greatly     nor  will  ,t  excuse  me  to  neglect  closet  or  family 
duties,  tha   ,t  was  my  wedding-day.    1  must  not  for'et  G^7 
or  myself,  necause  my  house  shall  be  crowded  witl'|eS 

Tuesday,  Sept.  7.—\  am  entered  into  another  relation 
bu.  I  am  not  out  of  the  reach  of  .leath.  Death  will  tear  ^ 
sunder  eveiy  tie,  and  separate  the  nearest  ad  dearest 
ftjends;  but  If  united  to  Christ,  it  will  not  separate  ?rom 

teiSrff  ^'t  ^'^"^'"^  .'■"^  ""  acquaintance  is  to  be  in- 
te  led.  Whose  last  i  Iness  lasted  only  a  few  hours.  O  how 
sudden  was  the  call  to  appear  at  the  great  tribunal  'he 
er     but  tl!e%' V'  for  "ife  and  children,  brot'ror-s^! 

mor'e     0    'then  /.'f'""  "  ■  •"  '''^T'  '^'  t''^'  ^^  '«  "" 
more.     U.   then,  as  I  am  walking  on  the  brink  of  eternitv 

^aymy  meditation  soar  toward  e'ternal  things,  and  may  mV' 
latter  end  never  be  out  of  my  mind.     Again,   f  my  fSndl 

lest  us  by  the  road,  let  us  not  be  greatly  surprised  •  but  if 
o?o"r1fe'."  ^''■^'^■''^'"^  bethanklltofhe  kK^eiyer 

Dec.  16 — Some  days  past  I  have  been  tossed  with  min 
and  then  how  long  did  the  nights  and  days  seem  !  But  I  e-' 
prove  myself  for  not  being  filled  with  grkt.tude,  while  I  e„ 
joj  liealt  of  body,  and  serenity  of  mi^nd.  It  were  f^l  y  t„ 
yit  for  the  short  winter-day  to  begin  my  journey  in  sf  to 
deler  being  serious  till  my  body  is1>rokea  with  disease  and 
my  spirits  flattened  with  melancholy,  is  folly  and  sin     ' 

haturday,  Jan.  I     irSO.-I  have  ended  one  year,  ^nd  be- 
gun another;  but  0  to  loose  my  grips  of  time,  and  fasten 
hemoneternuy!  The  nations  th!t  walk  in  his  heavenly 
».ght,  are  happy  this  night;  and  it  cannot  be  very  Zere 
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I  join  the  disembodied  multitude.'  O  that  it  maybe  the 
church  of  the  fii  st-born  ! 

I  confess  that  my  cares  grow  ;  but  I  may  cast,  not  only  a 
few,  but  all  my  cares,  upon  him  vvho  cares  for  me. 

Tuesday,  May  2. — Apjiroaching  dissolution  has  something 
awful  in  i't;  but  it  surely  need  not  mucii  move  me  to  quit  a 
clay  cottage,  and  go  to  dwell  in  a  splendid  paiace ;  to  drop 
an  house  of  mortality,  and  go  to  dwell  in  a  house  not  made 
with  hands. 

Birth-day,  Tuesday,  May  SO.— The  day  of  death  to 
the  saint  shall  be  the  birth-day  of  his  soul  into  the  glorious 
world  of  spirits  !  0!  then,  how  happy  I,  if  this  event,  that  is 
so  melancholy  among  the  sons  of  men,  shall  be  my  better 
birth-day,  and  join  me  to  the  general  assembly  and  church  of 
the  iirst-born. 

Four  days  ago  a  man  is  abroad  on  business,  and  the  next 
day  is  a  corpse.  A  sudden  call .'  Upon  one  day,  being  term 
day,  he  clears  with  an  earthly  landlord,  and  next  day  ap- 
pears before  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth.  O  /  then,  to  be 
waiting  for  death,  like  one  that  watches  for  the  morning- 
light,  that  I  may  commence  my  heavenly  journey  to  my  Sa- 
viour's throne. 

2uesday,July  4. — Amidst  the  kindness  of  Heaven,  who 
has  been  pleased  to  send  a  living  child  into  my  family,  I  de- 
sire to  remember  that  the  mother  who  bore  it,  that  myself 
and  the  child,  are  mortal,  and  that  I  may  expect  death  to 
come  the  oftener  into  my  house.  0/  then,  to  prepare  for 
death,  not  only  in  myself,  but  in  my  nearest  and  dearest 
friends. 

Tuesday,  Jlu^.  1. — Heaven  has  been  pleased  to  send  trou- 
ble, first  on  the  child,  and  then  on  the  mother,  to  keep  us 
mindful  that  they  are  mortal ;  but  has  been  pleased  to  re- 
buke it  in  both,  that  we  may  not  forget  that  he  is  gracious. 
I  am  now  a  broader  mark  for  the  arrows  of  death,  while  she 
who  is  my  other  self,  or  she  who  is  a  part  of  myself,  or  my 
own  self,  may  be  shot  at  and  fall ;  but  if  none  of  us  be  hurt 
of  the  second  death,  it  will  not  matter  much  who  fall  first. 
Yet  he  who  can  preserve  one  alive,  can  with  equal  ease  pre- 
serve any  number.  j 

Tuesday,  Oct.  3. — I  praise  thee,  for  I  am  fearfully  and 
wonderfully  made,  and  1  shall  be  wonderfully  raised  up< 
anew  in  the  resurrection.  My  substance  shall  not  be  hid 
from  thee,  when  1  am  laid  up  in  secret  in  the  silent  grave ; 
thou  wi^  still  have  a  concern  for  me,  though  concealed  in 
the  lowest  parts  of  the  earth.    My  members  shall  be  writteii 


MONTHLY  MEMORIAL.  59 

in  thy  book:  though,  being  dissolved  into  dust,  thej  shall 
be  so  imperfect,  that  there  shall  be  none  of  them;  yet,  by 
thy  divine  poue?-,  they  shdil  be  fashioned  anew,  and  put  on 
perfection  and  glory.  How  precious  are  these  thoughts  of 
thy  kindness  unto  me,  O  God/  how  great  is  the  sum  of 
them .' 

Tuesday,  Feb.  6,  1781. — This  day  I  would  desire  to  take 
farewell  of  every  tiling  below,  for  the  day  is  fast  approach- 
ing that  1  must  part  with  all  below.  I  have  friends  that  are 
near,  dear,  and  engaging,  and  to  lose  them,  or  leave  them,  I 
confess,  must  give  me  pain;  but  there  is  a  nobler  and  high- 
er relation,  in  which  I  would  wish  to  lose  all  inferior  ties, 
and  with  fortitude  meet  final  dissolution  ;  for  if  1  and  mine 
belong  to  the  household  of  God,  I  can  sufterno  loss,  though 
death  should  tear  my  family  to  pieces,  and  not  leave  one 
alive. 

Tuesday,  Jipril  3. — Some  time  ago  death  had  carried  off 
all  my  near  relations;  and  now,  when  kind  Providence  had 
given  me  new  connections,  death  is  thinning  them  very  fast; 
my  wife's  father's  cousin  is  to  be  interred  to-day,  and  her 
own  cousin  to-morrow ;  her  affectionate  mother  is  lying  on 
her  death-bed,  and  she  herself  labours  under  a  dangerous 
disease.  In  the  midst  of  all,  I  desire  to  have  mine  eye  to- 
wards the  Lord  of  life. 

April  5. — My  mother-in-Iavv  is  also  gone  to  her  rest;  and 
O  how  sweet  the  heavenly  rest  is  to  one  that  has  had  a  toil- 
ing time  below.'  No  more  solicitude  or  care  about  family 
affairs,  no  more  tempestuous  passion,  or  mental  tumult,  no 
more  afixious  concern  about  the  tilings  of  time  :  0  happy 
change/  O^triumphant  state!  But,  alas!  that  saints,  emi- 
nent sairts,  should  be  so  silent  on  the  borders'  of  eternitv, 
aijd  so  full  of  fears  and  doubts,  as  if  religion  were  ju^ta 
golden  uncertainty,  a  delusive  dream.  Indeed,  she  had  the 
sweet  assurance  of  lieavenlv  bliss. 

Tuesday,  Jlay  1. — Some  days  ago,  a  son  so  far  advanced 
in  life,  that  he  promised  to  be  a  comfort  to  iiis  pa  euis,  is 
carried  off  by  death  :  hov/  sad  the  stroke !  for,  besides  him, 
they  had  neither  son  nor  daughter.  O  divine  sovereignty  1 
that  passes  by  many  a  flourishing  family,  a^id  takes  a  poor 
faiviily's  all,  and  still  does  no  wrong,  beciiuse  he  can  do 
^vhat  he  pleases  with  his  own,  an«l  none  may  fijid  fault  with 
him.  In  another  quarter,  a  cnild  fills  int.)  a  well,  and  pe- 
rishes; add  next  day,  in  another  quarter,  another  falls  into 
a  kennel,  and  also  perishes:  O  the  sevtre  reflections!  O 
the  tender  feelings  of  these  poor  parents !  But  in  every  thing 
sovereignty  must  still  be  adored. 
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My  wife  still  labours  under  her  complaint,  a  long  lessoa 
of  our  mortality. 

Taesdaifi  Jug.  7. — 1  bave  a  memorial  of  mine  own  mor- 
tality still  in  the  continued  disitress  of  my  dear  relative. 
O  how  averse  to  think  of  parting  with  my  friend  !  but  part 
^ve  must,  one  lime  or  other;  though  I  hope  we  shall  meet 
when  time  is  no  more,  to  part  no  more  for  ever. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  4. — In  the  work  o^  the  season  I  see  a  me- 
morandum that  the  world  shall  have  an  end  ;  that  the  an- 
gels, those  heavenly  reapers,  shall  clear  the  whole  field, 
■when  tUe  righteous,  like  the  good  grair),  shall  be  laid  up  in 
the  heavenly  granary,  and  the  wicked,  like  the  worthless 
tares,  cas.t  into  everlasting  flames. 

Sept.  21. — My  wife,  who  has  been  long  in  distress,  is  now 
delivered  of  a  dead  child;  and,  though  the  infant's  eves 
have  never  seen  the  light,  yet  the  soul  has  a  full  viev/  of  the 
eternal  world  ;  and  though  the  little  boy  is  buried  with  very 
little  ceremony,  yet  the  immortal  part  lias  made  its  solemn 
appearance  at  the  bar  of  God,  and  entered  as  fully  an  heir  of 
eternity  as  the  oldest  that  ever  died.  O  how  short  while  in 
being,  befure  the  state  is  fixed  fur  ever ! 

Tuesdafj,  Oct.  2. — A  memorandum  of  death  in  mine  own 
house,  from  mine  own  bowels,  should  be  a  lasting  memoran- 
dum. And  the  soul  of  my  little  infant  is  as  actively  em- 
ployed, as  the  sou!  of  Methuselah.  Let  this  be  fixed  in  my 
mind,  that  it  cannot  now  be  long  till  1  arrive  at  the  fixed 
state. 

Oct.  8. — My  dear  wife,  who  has  long  been  in  bodily  trou- 
ble, seems  now  on  the  borders  of  eternity.  For  a  husband 
to  lose  his  dear  wife,  is  the  sharpest  affliction  that  can  befal 
him  ;  but  it  is  a  sweet  reflection,  that  so  near  a  relation  is 
going  to  such  a  triumphant  state.  As  my  grief  may  have  an 
excess  in  it,  as  my  loss  is  very  great,  I  will  bring  an  excel- 
lent antidote  against  it,  even  what  she  shall  be  and  enjoy  in 
that  state. 

1.  Then,  though  slie  has  been  long  detained  from  public 
ordinances,  yet  there  she  s-iall  be  so  perfect,  that  she  shall 
need  neithei-  sermons  nor  sacraments,  because  God  and  the 
Lamb  are  she  tempie  there. 

2.  Though  a  drop^icai  body  was  a  burden  here,  yet  there 
she  shaii  see  the  face  of  G  .d,  and  serve  him  with  heavenly 
alacrity  and  immoital  stiength. 

3.  Though  her  prayers  sometimes  astonish  me,  (as  it  was 
her  custom,  when  laid  to  re^t,  to  pray  night  about  with  her 
husband,)  yet  there  her  views  shall  oe  seven  times  brighter,, 
^d  her  praises  seven  times  sweeter,  than  they  were  below. 
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4.  Her  society  shall  be  those  who,  like  herself,  have  come 
out  of  great  tribulation,  washed  their  garments,  and  made 
them  white  in  the  biood  of  the  Lamb,  and  are  for  ever  before 
the  throne  of  God ;  neither  sinner  nor  imperfect  saint  shall 
be  there. 

5.  She  shall  be  so  full  of  God  and  of  glory,  that  to  lament 
her  loss  would  be  unfriendly,  as  it  would  be  wicked  to  envy 
her  felicity.  To  get  our  friends  advanced  to  such  heavenly 
honour  and  unfading  joys,  is  worth  the  tears,  the  prayers, 
the  fasts,  the  wrestlings,  and  supplications  of  our  whole  life. 
Now,  when  my  nearest  friend  is  going  to  the  actual  enjoy- 
ment of  it,  is  it  not  a  «ontradictioa  to  be  dejected  or  sad? 
How  soon  is  she  to  be,  like  the  angels  of  God,  above  sin,  and 
above  sorrow/  and  could  I  see  the  glorified  soul  of  the  wife 
of  my  bosom,  I  would  take  it  for  the  spirit  of  some  being 
more  than  human.  And  O  the  heavenly  employment  she  en- 
ters into  on  the  back  of  all  her  dying  pangs,  and  is  ravished 
with  for  ever  in  the  divine  presence  1 

October  lO. — For  some  days  she  has  not  spoke  a  sentence, 
7ior  lifted  her  eye,  so  that  she  has  now  no  more  to  4o  with 
earthly  things.  O  !  then,  to  improve  time  while  it  is  mine, 
health  while  it  is  mine,  speech  while  I  can  move  my  tongue, 
sight  while  I  can  lift  mine  eye. 

Oct.  14. — Yesterday,  in  the  hopes  of  a  happy  resurrection, 
I  buried  the  dust  of  a  dear  and  beloved  wife,  but  have  not 
words  to  express  my  sorrow, 

Oct,  22. — On  a  back-look,  I  find  that  my  wedding  and  a 
neighbor's  burial  were  on  the  same  day.  The  reflections  I 
then  made  are  now,  alas  !  realised  ;  and  it  is  some  satisfac- 
tion, that  amidst  scenes  of  mirth,  and  seasons  of  joy,  our  lat- 
ter end  was  not  quite  forgot. 

Tuesday^  J\''ovember  6. — Two  weeks  ago,  I  took  off  a  poor 
patient's  leg,  with  a  view  to  preserve  life  and  recover  health. 
The.  operation  was  painful  and  much  dreaded,  but  now,  seem-* 
ing  to  do  well,  is  approved  of.  Infinite  wisdom,  then,  in  cut- 
ting off  from  me  my  other  self,  has  noble  ends  in  view  ;  to 
wean  me  from  the  world,  to  loose  my  affections  from  the 
creature,  to  preserve  the  graces  in  my  soul  alive,  to  prepare 
roe  for  death,  and  ripen  me  for  glory. 

When  we  make  a  nosegay  of  the  flowers  of  this  earth,  and 
hold  them  in  our  hand  for  'beauty  or  for  smell,  they  sooa 
wither,  lose  their  beauty,  and  stink.  O  !  then,  that  our  faith 
may  smell  as  these  flowers  of  paradise,  the  perfections  of 
God,  the  love  and  grace  of  the  Saviour,  the  stability  of  the 
covenant,  &c.  these  are  flowers  we  may  carrj  with  us  down 
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to  the  chambers  of  death,  and  prevent  ourselves  from  suffer- 
ing in  the  putrefaction  of  the  grave. 

J\*ov.  22. — There  is  one  error  that  universally  prevails, 
and  that  is,  to  hide  from  mortals  their  mortality,  and  that 
even  within  a  few  days  of  their  dissolution  !  The  cause  of 
this  conduct  is,  that  natural  desire  all  men  have  for  life,  and, 
may  I  call  it,  in-bred  horror  against  death  ?  The  patient  is 
deceived  on  all  hands,  and,  what  is  odd,  does  not  wish  to  be 
undeceived.  The  physician  flatters  him ;  the  friends  conceal 
their  fears  and  their  tears  from  him  ;  every  good  symptom 
is  magnified,  and  every  symptom  of  danger  is  concealed  or 
diminished  ;  and  thus  he  is  buoyed  up  with  hopes  of  reco- 
very, and  hindered  fiom  thinking  seriously  on  death,  till 
the  disease  seizes  on  the  brain,  and  deprives  him  of  reason, 
that  he  can  neither  speak  nor  think  of  that  awful  change 
that  is  just  at  hand. 

Thus  I  have  dealt  too  much  with  my  dying  friends,  and 
thus  my  friends  may  deal  with  me  when  dying.  But,  U  / 
to  be  so  habituallay  prepared  for  death,  that  1  may  not  be 
surprised  when  it  comes  ;  and  though  nature  may  shudder 
and  shrink  in  prospect  of  dissolution,  yet  let  faith  in  him 
who  died  for  me,  and  now  lives  for  evermore,  triumph  over 
this  king  of  terrrors. 

•A  or.  28. — If  the  saints  in  glory  know  one  another,  as  no 
doubt  they  do,  there  I  shall  see  the  dear  person  whose  death 
I  now  lament,  looking  vastly  fair  with  heavenly  beauty,  not 
the  beauty  that  can  be  wasted  by  sickness,  or  lost  in  death, 
but  the  beauty  of  holiness.  And  as  I  shall  then  be  more 
susceptible  of  the  charms  of  heaven!y  beauty,  I  shall  love 
her  in  another  manner  than  I  did  before,  and  not  only  her, 
but  all  my  other  glorified  friends^  and  all  the  church  of  the 
first-born. 

Tuesday  Bee.  4. — I  desire  this  day  again  to  recal  my 
thoughts  to  serious  and  solemn  things  ;  for  this  purpose  1 
am  afflicted  ;  to  this  end  God  sends  death  into  my  family ; 
and  will  I  yet  say,  in  the  hand  of  him  that  slayeth  my  dear- 
est comforts,  I  am  a  god,  I  am  immortal?  I  shall  soon  go 
to  my  deceased  friends,  they  shall  never  return  to  me;  and 
I  know  not  but,  like  some  of  them,  I  shall  be  deprived  of 
speech  at  my  death.  0.'  then,  to  recommend  religion  by 
my  daily  walk  and  conversation. 

Dec.  22. — For  some  days  past,  I  have  complained  of  a 
violent  pain  in  my  backj  a  disorder  new  to  me.  I  could  not 
stoop,  I  durst  not  laugh  nor  incline  to  either  side ;  yea,  it 
would  awaken  me  out  of  my  sleep,  when  I  attempted  t^ 
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move.  But,  alas  !  it  has  not  awakened  me  out  of  my  secu- 
rity ;  for,  instead  of  expecting  death,  which  every  disease  is 
a  memorandum  of,  how  did  I  hold  fast  by  life,  and  anxious- 
ly wished  to  recover  !  Had  I  such  a  share  in  my  prince's 
favour,  that  he  had  promised  to  send  for  me  soon  to  dwell 
with  him  in  his  palace,  would  I  not  look  like  a  madman  if  I 
was  afraid  that  every  letter  that  I  received  from  him  con- 
tained an  order  to  come  to  court,  and  wished  it  might  ra- 
ther be  about  any  thing  else  ?  The  application  is  easy,  and 
to  make  it  is  terrible.  0  .'  when  shall  I  long  to  change  my 
dwelling,  and  to  come  to  the  courts  of  my  Lord  and  Sa- 
viour !  My  pain  is  greatly  removed;  and,  0/  that  my  stu- 
pidity may  not  remain. 

Tuesday,  Jan.  1,  1782. — Though  I  have  ended  the  last 
year  with  grief  and  mourning,  I  would  wish  to  begin  the 
new  year  with  God,  and  plead  for  the  comfort  of  his  Holy 
Spirit  while  below.  1  reprove  myself  for  one  thought,  that 
death  deals  v.ith  saints  as  an  angry  sovereio:n,  banishing 
them  to  the  wilds  of  Siberia,  or  the  desarts  of  Arabia,  when 
it  only  brings  them  to  their  Father's  house.  Of  old  the 
prophets  used  similitudes,  and  our  Saviour  himself  taught  by 
parables  ;  then,  let  me  use  a  simile  familiar  to  all  :  A  man 
possesses  a  farm  from  a  great  proprietor,  which  lies  on  the 
confines  of  the  country,  and  therefore  exposed  to  the  fre- 
quent incursions  of  enemies;  and  situated  on  the  cold 
mountains,  and  so  coRtinually  harassed  with  storms  and 
tempests.  Besides,  the  sail  being  barren,  i\\Q  increase  is 
small,  the  water  brackish,  and  the  comforts  of  life  i^w ;  add 
to  which,  from  the  unwholesome  marshes  t'nat  lie  around, 
sickness  is  seldom  out  of  his  family.  But  the  proprietor, 
liaving  conceived  a  kindness  for  him,  has  promised  him  an- 
other farm,  pleasantly  situated  in  the  heart  of  the  country, 
where  an  enemy  was  never  heard  of,  and  where  tempests 
never  blev»' ;  where  a  river  of  the  most  wholesome  water 
washes  his  fields,  and  trees  of  every  fruit  adorn  the  banks; 
where  health  and  long  life  characterise  the  climate,  and  the 
increase  of  every  thing  exceeds  his  expectation;  so  that  he 
has  not  only  all  the  conveniences,  but  all  the  comforts,  all 
the  luxuries  of  life,  and,  besides  all,  the  mansion-house  of 
the  proprietor  stands  in  the  neighbourhood,  whither  he  is  in- 
vited as  often  as  he  will.  Now,  in  the  mean  time,  the  pro- 
prietor intimates  to  him,  that  his  wife  and  some  children 
must  come  to  the  neu'  farm,  till  he  think  proper  to  send  for 
him,  which  he  assures  him  will  not  be  long.  Well,  the  wife 
and  children  remove;  but  what  would  his  neighbours  think. 
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should  they  find  him  in  tear«  at  the  event  r  especially  those 
.poor  tenants,  who,  having  displeased  their  landlord,  were  in 
a  short  time  to  be  sent  to  the  most  inhospitable  clime,  where 
eternal  tempests  dash,  and  enemies  dwell  of  the  most  sa- 
vage disposition,  and  without  any  hopes  of  ever  changing 
their  situation  !  .,,.,., 

Tuesday  Feb.  5*--I  confess  I  am  still  much  m  the  dark 
about  the  state  of  disembodied  souls  ;  but  1  know  that  the 
communion  between  God  and  the  saints  shall  be  most  inti- 
mate and  uninterrupted.  Though  I  have  ocular  demonstra- 
iions  of  death  daily,  yet  the  world  of  spirits  is  an  unknown 
^vorld  to  me,  were  it  not  for  revelation,  and  faith  in  that 
revelation,  where  what  is  told  is  not  so  much  to  satisfy  cu- 
liosity,  and  remove  all  doubts,  as  to  support  the  soul,  and 
exercise  faith.  And  may  not  my  soul  be  supported  in  view 
of  dissolution,  when  told,  that  death  shall  not  separate  from 
his  love  ;  that  in  his  presence  there  is  fullness  of  joy,  and 
at  his  right  hand  pleasures  for  evermore ;  that  the  saints 
shall  be  set  down  with  the  Lamb  on  his  throne,  that  his 
servants  shall  see  his  face,  and  his  name  be  on  their  fore- 
heads, and  thus,  in  the  enjoyment  of  all  possible  happiness, 
shall  be  forever  with  the  Lord  ? 

Tuesday  Jpril  2. — When  one  that  is  going  home  to  his 
father's  house,  sees  that  his  journey  is  near  finished,  he  may 
address  himself  thus:  "As  lam  now  not  far  from  home,  I 
need  not  have  much  concern  about  any  thing  that  can  befal 
me.  A  bad  road,  or  a  boisterous  day,  shall  not  discourage 
me,  who  have  but  a  little  way  to  go.  It  gives  me  no  pain 
that  my  pocket-money  is  almost  spent,  who  am  so  near  my 
father's  treasures  -,  nor  shall  the  unkind  usage  1  may  meet 
with  in  my  journey,  from  friends  or  foes,  embitter  my  spirit 
who  shall  soon  enjoy  the  endearments  of  the  best  of  fathers 
and  though  some  of  my  dear  companions  in  travel,  whose 
company  sweetened  -the  way,  be  called  aside  from  me,  I 
will  comfort  myself  against  sorrow,  because  I  shall  have  the 
sweet  society  of  my  father's  whole  family  shortly."  Just 
so,  I  apply  all  this  to  myself,  and  am  silent  ;  for  fellowship 
with  t]\€.  heavenly  assembly,  and  communion  with  God  and 
the  Lamb,  will  counterbalance  all  afflictions  in  this  world. 

Birth-day,  May  30,  1782.— While  I  confess  myself  mor- 
tal, I  also  desire  to  acknowledge  the  many  undeserved  mer- 
cies I  enjoy.  How  is  it  that  the  eternal  God  should  care 
for  a  clod!  but  if  he  has  given  me  his  Son,  what  will  he 
with-hold  ?  I  lament  my  attachment  to  the  things  of  time, 
and  yet  I  would  not  wish  that  the  shadow  should  go  so  many 
«legrees  back  on  the  sun-dial  of  my  life. 
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Tuesday,  June  4. — Mj  birth-day  from  my  mother's  womb, 
brought  me  only  into  an  infantile  state;  but  I  have  another 
birth-day  before  me,  the  day  of  death,  that  shall  usher  me 
into  the  world  of  perfect  men.  As  the  mothers  sorrow  is 
forgotten  for  joy  that  a  man  is  born  into  the  world  ;  so  the 
sorrows  of  death,  and  the  pangs  of  dissolution,  shall  be  lost 
in  the  joy  of  a  soul  entered  on  the  triumphant  state,  the 
state  of  glory. 

June  14. — My  child  is  this  day  distressed  with  the  meas^ 
les  ;  and,  as  a  parent,  it  is  natural  that  I  should  have  my 
fears  that  she  may  die  ;  but,  as  a  Christian  parent,  how- 
should  the  salvation  of  her  immortal  soul  lie  near  my  heart  ! 
Death  now  may  deprive  me  of  of  a  pleasant  pretty  child, 
and  fill  me  with  sorrow  ;  but  the  second  death  is  misery  in 
the  extreme,  and  calls  forth  sorrow  beyond  description.  0 
that  her  soul  may  live  before  thee  !  In  the  mean  time  this 
is  my  comfort,  that  my  God  is  the  supreme  disposer  of  all 
things,  and  will  either  give  me  himself  along  with  my  com- 
forts, or  himself  in  place  of  all  my  comforts. 

June  21. — ^It  has  pleased  the  Father  of  mercies  to  recov- 
er my  child,  but  I  v/ould  wish  not  to  forget  that  she  is  mor- 
tal ;  and  above  all  things,  still  to  plead  for  her  immortal 
soul.  It  is  good  to  give  all  things  into  God's  hand,  who 
will  deal  well  with  his  people,  and  make  them  sing  ot  his 
mercy. 

Tuesday  ^iug.  7. — Why  am  I  thus  averse  to  die  ?  Why 
not  leap  for  joy  at  an  itiV'tation  to  go  to  my  Father's  kingdom, 
my  Father's  eourt  r  Sure  am  I,  tFie  troubles  that  attend  me 
and  the  sins  that  attack  me,  may  make  me  weary  of  this 
life  ;  and  the  joys  that  await  me  may  make  me  w  elcome 
i/iaf  life.  O  !  it  is  a  sad  proof  that  I  know  not  the  empti- 
ness of  the  creature,  nor  the  sinfulness  of  sin,  nor  the  nature 
of  the  heavenly  bliss^  nor  the  excellency  of  communion 
with  God,  that  1  loathe  not  the  one  more,  and  long  not  more 
for  the  other. 

Tuesday  JVor.  6.  — As  a  flower  border  planted  round  a 
house,  where,  while  we  walk,  we  may  look  in  at  this  v»in- 
dow,  or  that  window,  and  conv-rse  witiiin,  or  step  in  at 
one^  or  other  door,  and  are  always  within  a  few  paces 
of  the  house ;  so  is  human  life  to  the  house  of  silence. — 
W^hy  then  bewitched  with  the  beauty  of  the  flowers  that 
grow  on  the  margin  of  the  grave  r  I  know  not  at  what' door 
I  must  enter,  but  I  have  friends  within  ;  and  though  thcj 
cannot  talk  with  me,  I  may  converse  with  death  and  th^m  ; 
'  r  2 
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and  their  naked  bones  command  me  to  prepare  for  my  lat- 
ter  end. 

The  children  of  Israel  seemed  to  have  a  mighty  bar  at 
last  to  their  entering  into  the  promised  land,  even  Jordan 
ovprflovvin2;^all  its  banks?  but  when  the  priest's  feet,  who  • 
bare  the  ark  of  the  covenant,  touched  the  waters,  they  divi- 
ded and  left  their  channels  dry,  so  that  they  had  as  sweet 
and  safe  a  passage  here  as  afty  part  of  their  whole  journey. 
Just  so,  though  death  be  terrible  to  me,  terrible  to  nature, 
yet  Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest,  v/ho  carries  the  ark  of  the 
everlasting  covenant,  can  make  death  as  safe  a  passage  to 
me  as  any  in  all  the  course  of  my  life. 

Tuesday,  Dec.  3. — The  words  of  dying  men  have  some 
weight  with  their  friends ;  and  if  heaven  would  please  to  o- 
pen  my  mouth  on  my  death-bed,  O  how  much  I  have  to 
speak  on  God's  behalf.'  but  if  tongue-tied  in  religious  mat- 
ters all  my  lifetime,  can  1  expect  a  miracle  at  death  ?  And 
indeed,  what  am  I  now  but  a  dying  man,  only  not  confined 
to  my  room  or  my  bed  ?  and  so  1  should  open  my  mouth  on 
,^piritual  themes. 

Tufsday,  JaihT^  1783. — ^The  heir  of  an  eternal  world  should 
not  care  much  about  a  world  that  passeth  away;  and  such 
oceans  of  bliss,  such  rivers  of  joy  and  spiritual  delight,  sucb 
wonders  of  glory,  and  overflowings  of  love,  shall  be  revealed 
to,  and  pour  in  on  the  soul,  on  the  back  of  death,  as  shall 
quite  blot  out  the  remembrance  of  all  the  trifling  distresses 
of  a  transitory  life. 

Jan.  16. — A  few  days  ago,  being  at  a  sacrament  solemni- 
ty, I  rose  in  the  night,  and  was  seized  with  such  a  fit,  that 
I  thought  I  should  immediately  expire.  1  made  no  noise, 
so  that  the  person  that  slept  with  me  did  not  av/ake  ;  in  a 
minute  a  sweat  broke,  I  returned  to  bed,  and  had  no  more 
complaint.  What  an  alarm  had  my  death  been  both  to  my 
friends,  and  to  the  family  where  I  was.  Shall  God  speak 
once,  yea  twice,  nay  often,  by  the  I'.eath  of  others,  by  the  de- 
cease of  mine  own  dearest  friends,  and  by  such  an  attack  as 
this,  and  I  not  be  instructed  that  I  am  mortal. 

Tuesday,  March  4. — This  very  day  I  labour  under  an  in- 
disposition, and  every  disease  is  an  anti-chamber  to  the 
grave ;  so  not  only  the  return  of  the  day,  but  what  I  feel  on 
the  day,  is  a  memorial  of  my  dissolution.  But  with  what  fol- 
ly am  I  chargable,  who,  from  the  anti-chamber,  instead 
of  looking  into  the  house  of  silence,  am  looking  on  this  side, 
and  that  side,  to  the  flowery  banks,  in  fond  expectation  of 
liealtli  and  happiness,  of  long  life  and  prosperity  ?    Is  it  any 
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wonder  that  I  shall  one  time  or  other  be  disappointed,  and, 
instead  of  reaching  the  fragrant  banks,  find  myself  shut  up 
in  tha  house  of  silence  ? 

Indeed  I  have  a  dear  child,  that  is  but  an  infant,  and  who, 
in  the  event  of  my  death,  must  become  an  orphan  ;  but  well 
may  I  commit  her  to  my  heavenly  Father's  care,  who  can  do 
foi  her  wtiat  no  parent  can.  I  may  teach  and  instruct,  but 
he  only  can  teach  to  profit,  he  can  give  grace  in  the  inward 
part;  I  may  feed  and  dress  the  body,  but  he  can  array  in  the 
Surety^  righteousness,  and  make  her  soul  to  feed  by  faitli  on 
the  heavenly  manna.  And  if  thus  clothed,  and  thus  fed,  it 
matters  not  how  coarse  her  food,  and  how  tattered  her  ar- 
ray, in  other  respects  be. 

Tuesday,  April  1.— I  have  often  condemned  in  old  men 
their  fondness  for  life,  and  their  averseness  to  death  ;  but  as 
Eliphaz  said  to  Job,  "  Now  it  is  come  upon  me, and  1  faint; 
it  touches  me,  and  I  am  trouMed."  To  talk  with  death 
at  a  distance,  and  to  welcome  him  when  he  seems  far  away, 
is  a  kind  of  farce ;  but  when  labouring  under  some  disease, 
and  laid  on  a  sick-bed,  then  to  welcome  death  would  dis- 
play the  fortitude  of  faith. 

Kind  heaven  has  recovered  me  from  my  late  indisposition  ; 
0  to  have  this  plague  of  mind  removed,  A  loathing  of  the 
heavenly  felicity,  and  a  delighting  in  the  things  of  time  / 

Tuesday,  May  6.— So  vast  is  the  heavenly  bliss  that  the 
saints  enter  into  at  death,  that  it  is  surprising  that  any,  who 
have  the  sweet  assurance  thereof,  should  be  averse  to  leave 
a  vain,  a  wear^,  and  a  wicked  world,  to  enter  upon  the  full, 
the  eternal  enjoyment  of  God.  If  my  faith  had  bright  views 
of  the  celestial  glory,  and  some  fortastes  of  the  joys  of  his 
ri^ht-hand,  instead  of  bewailing  my  wrinkles  and  my  grey 
heirs,  I  would  rejoice  in  seeing  myself  in  the  better  country, 
and  my  father's  house. 

Birth-day,  May  30,  1783.— How  mistaken  is  the  world  in 
their  estimate  of  things/  Many  keep  their  birth-day  witb 
great  pomp  and  festivty,  while  the  prospect  of  their  death 
spreads  a  gloom  on  their  whole  soul.  Would  not  I  con- 
demn those  for  madmen,  that  would  dance  for  joy  at  a  ship, 
in  which  they  were  to  sail,  being  launched  into  a  stormy 
ocean,  and  exposed  to  tempests  every  day,  and  be  dejected 
and  sad  when  the  ship  appeared  to  make  her  destined  port, 
her  desired  haven  ?  Just  so,  has  not  my  birth-day  ushered 
me  into  a  world  of  woe  t  Do  not  various*^  storms  agitate  the 
sea  of  life  ?  And  yet  how  averse  to  enter  into  two.  port  of 
B^Atb,  where  the  weary  are  at  rest  I 
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Tuesday,  July  1. — All  nature  is  but  a  memorandum  ofmj 
latter  end  ;  even  the  sun  that  shines  so  bright  in  a  cloudless 
skj,  sets,  and  proclaims,  "  So,  mortal,  thou  must  set  in 
death."  The  fields  that  are  covered  with  a  luxuriant  crop, 
are  announcing  the  approach  of  harvest,  when  they  shall  be 
made  naked  and  bare ;  and  every  night  my  sleep  is  the  im- 
age of  death,  and  my  bed  of  the  grave  ;  and  yet,  in  the  midst 
of  all,  1  am  apt  to  forget  my  mortality  and  my  approaching 
change. 

Tuesday,  August  5, — He  that  is  only  a  wayfaring  man, 
and  far  on  in  his  journey,  need  not  take  care  much  for  his 
accomodation  for  the  few  last  nights,  since  he  is  almost  ar- 
rived at  home.  This  is  the  very  case  with  me  ;  I  cannot  be 
far  from  home,  O  that  heaven  maybe  my  home  !  and  the 
sooner  there  the  better. 

Tuesday,  Oct.  7. — The  prospect  of  approaching  death 
should  cut  oS'all  my  superfluous  cares.  When  my  journey 
is  but  a  step  or  tv/o,  why  should  a  load  of -solicitude  about  it 
sit  down  on  my  mind  ?  O  how  soon  must  I  take  farewell  of 
all  below  !  Did  seven  years  ©f  toil  and  labour,  sweat  and  fa- 
tigue, seem  but  a  few  days  to  Jacob  for  the  love  he  had  to 
Rachel  ?  And  should  not  my  love  to  mine  incarnate  God, 
and  the  prospect  of  uninterrupted  communion  with,  and  full 
enjoyment  of  him,  make  a  few  weeks,  days,  and  hours  of 
sickness,  and  death  itself,  as  nothing? 

Tuesday,  JYov.  4 — The  king  of  terrors  approaching  to  de- 
€troy  my  mortal  frame,  the  Judge  standing  at  the  door  to 
sit  in  judgment  on  me,  and  eternal  ages  opening  before  me, 
are  vie.vs  that  might  fill  my  soul  witli  terror  and  despair; 
but  if  faith  can  see  death  only  as  a  servant  bringing  me  home, 
the  Judge  as  acquitting  and  be&towing  the  crown,  and  eter- 
nity as  an  endless  summer  of  love  and  light,  communion 
with  and  fruition  of  God,  then  may  my  soul  be  filled  with 
transport  and  joy. 

Tuesday,  Bectmber  2. — If  lam  an  expectant  of  glory,  I 
should,  like  Elijah,  walk  in  constant  expectation  of  my 
change;  for  though  I  cannot,  like  him,  condescend  on  the 
day  of  my  translation,  yet  I  may  be  assured  that  the  time  of 
my  dissolution  is  notnoiv  far  distant  I  And  no  matter  whe- 
ther a  fiery  chariot  in  a  few  moments,  or  a  fever  in  a  few 
days,  or  a  consumption  in  a  few  months,  waft  me  away  from 
the  company  of  mine  acquaintance,  from  the  converse  of  my 
friends,  iind  from  the  endearments  of  my  nearest  relations, 
since  it  shall  join  me  to  the  general  assembly  and  church  of 
the  first-born,  who  dwell  in  the  heavenly  presence,  always 
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behold  the  face  of  God,  and  sing  the  praises  of  redeeming 
lovf*. 

Tuesday,  Jan.  6. — What  amaz,ing  changes  take  p  lace  in 
the  natural  world  !  Storms  and  tempests  distress  the  coun- 
try, deluges  of  snow  threaten  the  death  of  man  and  beast 
and  in  some  places  it  is  impossible  to  travel  from  town  to 
town.  But  the  road  to  death  is  still  patent,  and  the  high- 
way of  the  king  of  terrors  can  never  be  drifted  or  blomn  up, 

TVednesday,  March  3. — In  comparison  of  eternal  reali- 
ties, what  are  they  but  mock  pleasures  and  mock  pains  which 
we  meet  with  in  the  world  ?  Not  one  of  them  can  pass  the 
door  of  death,  or  attend  me  to  mine  eternal  state ;  why 
then  am  I  such  a  fool  as  to  grasp  at  shadows,  or -to  suffer 
in  mine  immortal  part  at  transient  afflictions? 

Tuesdaij,  Jipril  6. — It  is  a  melanqholy  sight  to  see  any 
person  evidently  dying,  without  one  serious  thought  of 
death.  But  this  rises  from  a  sight  equally  melancholy,  so 
many  persons  living  without  one  serious  thought  of  God. 
But  the  prospect  of  a  happy  death  is  the  best  cordial  against 
the  troubles  of  life.  O  sweet  period  !  when  sin  shall  vex 
no  more,  when  tempests  shall  yield  to  an  eternal  calm. 

Jipril  22. — How  melancholy  when  we  dare  not  follow  the 
soul  of  our  dead  friend  to  his  final  state/  or  how  stupid  to 
believe  him  gone  to  bliss,  because  his  lifeless  carcase  lies  at 
rest.'  What  trifles  are  crowns  and  thrones  below  to  the  sal- 
vation of  an  immortal  soul  I  Yet  for  what  trifles  will  we  go 
to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  curtail  our  life,  and  cast  our  soul 
away  I 

Jipril  29. — Might  we  suppose  the  soul  of  a  sinner  permit- 
ted to  spring  from  the  pit,  and  attend  his  own  funeral ; 
well  might  he  be  surprised  to  see  among  his  friends  so  much 
care  about  his  perishing  dust,  where  there  had  been  so  lit- 
tle care  about  his  immortal  soul.  How  astonished  to  see  so 
much  gaiety  in  the  countenances  of  all  his  acquaintances, 
who  seemed  to  have  forgot  that  they  were  attending  an  in- 
terment !  And  even  to  his  near  relatives  might  the  agonized 
ghost  cry  out,  "  To  me  }ou  seem  like  those  that  go  Forth  in 
the  dances  of  them  that  make  merry,  while  I  am  employed 
day  and  night  in  the  dirges  of  the  damned.  Is  the  death  of 
a  son,  a  brother,  a  friend,  so  soon  forgot  by  you  ?  Has  a 
change  so  awful,  a  state  so  terrible,  no  deeper  impressions 
on  your  minds,  O  monsters  of  cruelty  ?  And  have  you  no 
fearful  forebodings  of  following  me  to  the  same  place  of  tor- 
ment, where  I  must  dwell,  and  roar,  and  blaspheme,  and 
howl  forever  r" 
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Birth-day,  May  SO,  ir84. — ■!  acknowledge  the  heavenly 
kindness  that  I  am  still  alive  ;  and  all  my  soul  is  filled  with 
joy,  that  on  this  day  my  Lord  rose  victorious  from  the  dead  ; 
and  in  virtue  of  his  resurrection,  I  may  chearfully  welcome 
dissolution  and  the  grave,  because,  being  united  to  him,  I 
shall  also  rise  to  a  glorious  immortality,  and  an  eternal  Sab- 
bath of  rest. 

Tuesday,  Jane  1.— It  is  pleasant  in  declining  times  to 
bear  of  a  young  person  dying  in  Christ ;  but  it  is  sad  that  I, 
an  old  person,  should  be  averse  to  die.  It  is  sin  that  makes 
death  terrible,  it  is  sin  that  makes  the  desert  frightful,  and 
darkens  the  heavenly  state;  for  did  my  faith  see  the  glories, 
and  believe  the  bliss  of  paradise,  I  would  leap  in  prospect 
of  going  thither. 

June '2.9. — Some  v/eeks  ago,  the  mother  of  a  large  family 
lay  so  ill  of  a  fever,  that  all  hopes  of  life  were  lost.  A  son 
arrived  at  manhood,  distant  almost  fourscore  miles,  hastens 
to  see  his  dying  parent,  but  expects,  ere  he  can  arrive,  that 
she  shall  be  no  more;  but  to  his  sweet  surprise,  she  is  get- 
ting better,  and  her  affectionate  husband  is  overjoyed  at  her 
recovery.  The  youth,  with  chearful  step,  returns  to  the 
place  of  his  employment,  till  a  second  sad  message  calls  him 
to  see  his  father  in  his  last  moments  j  but  ere  he  arrives, 
his  father  is  no  more .'  He  mingles  grief  with  his  disconso- 
late mother,  and  piously  proposes  to  come  and  carry  on  his 
father's  business,  and  rear  up  i\\2;  younger  part  of  the  fami- 
ly, and  nourish  his  mother  in  her  old  age.  After  going  to 
that  far  distant  part  to  settle  his  affiiirs,  he  returns  to  settle 
in  his  father's  family;  but,  O  adorable  providence !  v/hose 
path  is  in  tiie  mighty  waters,  and  whose  footsteps  are  not 
known,  the  fever  that  had  afflicted  the  family  seizes  him; 
and  to-morrow  he  is  to  be  laid  by  his  father's  side.  Well, 
one  prop  after  another  may  be  removed,  one  comfort  after 
another  may  perish  ;  but  still  God  lives,  and  is  the  widow's 
judge  in  his  holy  habitation.  In  this  providence,  God  says, 
*♦  Let  the  widow  trust,  not  in  a  son,  but  in  me." 

Tuesday,  Sept.  7.— In  the  midst  ot  my  various  views  and 
lawful  schemes,  0  to  remember  that  I  am  mortal,  and  not 
now  far  from  the  house  of  silence,  and  that  the  heavenly 
bliss  will  not  be  heightened  by  all  the  enjoyments  of  time, 
nor  impaired  by  all  the  crosses  and  disappointments  below% 
What  traveller  can  pursue  his  journey  backwards?  So,  if 
my  affections  be  still  towards  the  world,  I  will  but  make 
poor  progress  heavenward.  O  to  come  up  from  the  wilder- 
ness, like  the  spouse,  leaning  on  my  Beloved,  looking  to- 
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wards  the  land  of  promise,  and  longing  for  the  heavenly 
rest! 

Tuesdaif,  Oct.  5. — While  I  am  in  the  world,  I  must  be 
saying  lawful  plans  and  schemes  for  futurity,  and  yet  I  can- 
not promise  on  a  day;  I  >vill  therefore  lay  my  account 
\vith  two  things;  1.  That  my  plans  may  all  misgive;  2.  That 
death  may  take  me  away  from  all ;  and  in  neither  shall  I  be 
disappointed;  for  while  I  attend  to  the  affairs  of  life,  which 
is  my  duty,  I  desire  not  to  forget,  that  I  am  not  far  from  the 
other  w^orld,  and  that  God  is  the  sovereign  disposer  of  all 
things  in  this. 

Jan.  1,  1785.— -On  the  first  day  of  this  new  year,  I  would 
wish  to  put  pen  to  paper,  to  impress  myself  with  a  belief, 
that  I  shall  shortly  put  pen  to  paper  no  more.  0  how  fool- 
ish !  that  while  my  years  diminish,  my  cares  should  multi- 
ply, tience,  let  me  cast  all  my  concerns  into  the  hands  of 
a  gracious,  wise,  and  powerful  Governor,  and  possess  my 
soul  in  patience. 

Tuesday,  Jan.  4. — How  inconsistent  in  a  disciple  of  him 
who  died,  and  rose,  and  revived,  that  he  might  be  the  Lord 
both  of  the  dead  and  the  living,  in  an  expectant  of  immortal- 
ity, to  recoil  from  dissolution,  to  cling  to  life,  and  quarrel 
with  his  physician  far  not  recovering  him.'  This  I  have 
seen ;  and  O  to  be  able  to  act  the  noble  opposite !  to  part 
pleasantly  with  my  dearest  relations,  to  quit  with  life  with 
mental  serenity,  and  my  ravished  soul  feel  an  holy  impa- 
tienceto  fiy  to  the  embraces  of  my  Saviour. 

_  Tuesday,  Feb.  1. — \\  hen  a  ship  has  set  sail  for  some  far 
distant  shore,  then,  though  she  sees  no  signs  of  land,  yet,  by 
the  time  she  has  been  at  sea,  by  her  reckoning  and  observa^ 
tions,  she  can  knov/ assuredly,  that  she  cannot  be  far  distant 
from  her  desired  haven;  just  so,  tliough  I  know  not  the 
hour  of  niy  departure,  (nor  would  I  wish  to  know), yet,  wheo 
I  reflect  how  long  I  have  lived,  I  may  be  assured,  that  death 
cannot  he  very  far  aivay. 

Birth  day,  Monday,  May  50,  1785. — I  mention  my  birth- 
day only  to  keep  me  in  mind  of  the  day  of  my  death.  Some 
have  been  dead  before  they  were  born,  but  never  one  was 
born  alive  but  had  death  to  meet  with  ;  though,  at  the  buri- 
al of  a  friend,  too  often  we  bel»ave  as  if  we  had  notiiing  to  do 
with  death  and  eternity  ;  the  very  occasion  of  our  meeti no- 
is  forgotten  in  our  conversation  and  our  cups.  And  were 
it  not  that  the  guea'^  are  in  mourning,  we  would  seem  ra- 
ther convened  to  the  nuptials  than  the  funeral  of  a  friend. 
Now^  siace  we  bujiiiye  so  ia  heaitlij  no  wonder  that  in  ouv 
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last  sickness  we  have  not  a  word  to  speak  in  bonoiir  of  :  v 
ligion,  or  about  a  world  to  come.  0  my  soul  !  to  their  as- 
sembly bo  Tior  thou  united  ! 

Tfiesday,  June  7, — Of  'ate,  msny  people  have  gone  from 
this  country  tosettJe  in  the  Americah  colGn'ies,  but  r:4>t  one 
of -lem  without  making  inquiry  about  and  obtaining  some 
knowledi^e  o?,  that  colony  to  which  thej  were  to  go.  Mow 
terrible,  if  I  ^o  into  a  world  of  s.pirjrs  without  the  least 
knovvledge  of  it !  And,  alas  !  how  vCi^anj  die  who  have  never 
had  one  serious  thought  about  a  future  state,  or  in  the  least 
prepared  for  tl;ei:   change/ 

Tuesday,  *Bu^.  2. — Wr-.tn  I  have  thought  and  thought 
again  on  death,  i  n^.iiai'i  much  in  tlm  dark  about  the  diseai- 
bodierl  s^ate;  but  I  have  no  compiaiDt,  for  the  darker  the 
scene,  the  stronger  mn -t  my  faith  be  ;  -md  tiie  stronger  my 
faith  is,  the  more  God  i.s  glorified.  No  matter /io?c',  or  when, 
or  irhere  dissolution  take  place,  since  the  promise  secures 
the  heavenly  presc^nce  in  the  valeof  »^='ath.  No  matter  how 
trem.'ndous  and  unkfo  .n  the  regions  of  eternity  appear, 
since  the  promise  secures  tijat  I  shall  be  forever  with  the 
Lord.  And  with  equal  confidence  and  faith,  may  I  leave 
my  famdy  behind  on  ihe  divine  providence  and  protection, 
having  clusters  of  promises  made  on  my  behalf. 

Tuesday,  JVov.  2. — Every  change  of  lot  is  bringing  me  so 
much  nearer  my  great  change.  When  kind  Providence 
builds  up  a  family,  let  it  not  be  forgot,  chat  death  will  pull 
it  down,  by  removing  pleasant  children,  or  tearing  asunder 
the  nearest  connections.  But,  if  I  and  my  family  be  taken 
by  adoption  into  God's  Family,  every  ci  ange  shall  be  to  the 
better,  and  death  itself  perform  the  office  of  a  friend.  And 
the  perhon  who  first  quits  the  stage  mav  address  survivers 
in  the  words  of  the  divine  Redeemer,  "I  go  to  my  Father, 
and  your  Father  ;  to  my  God,  and  your  God." 

Tuesday,  Dec.  6. — Let  me  remember  that  every  change 
is  bringing  me  '^o  much  nearer  the  great  change  that  awaits 
me.  If  the  biide  forsake  her  friends,  and  her  father's 
house,  to  dwell  with  her  bridegroom,  and  if  the  bridegroom 
rejoices  over  the  bride,  how  chearfully  should  I  forsake  mj 
dearest  friends  below,  to  dwell  with  my  heavenly  Beloved, 
ravished,  and  astonished  that  such  a  t>lorious  Bridegroom 
will  rejoice  over  me  as  his  bride,  his  sp  »use!  Here  discoid 
may  embitter  the  life  of  husband  and  wife,  and  death  viust 
separate  them  at  last ;  but  in  the  heavenly  state,  discord  is 
uevei"  knowi;^  aud  tlie  ipystical  marriage  is  for  eternity. 
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T^iefdai/ oan.  5.1786. — A  few  days  ago,  a  poor  ma^i  (rich 
m  this  world,  but  poor  foL'  eternity)  was  carried  to  ips  loi)'- 
home.  From  l!ie  confusion  of  a  fair,  from  tlie  coiunany  of 
jolly  companions  in  an  aie-house,  on  his  way  home  he'is  sum- 
moned to  the  -reat  tribunal.  T:ie  very  missing  of  his  way 
leads  i.im  to  the  iiouse  appointed  for  all  living.  The  waters 
of  a  small  river  waft  liim  to  the  ocean  of  eternity,  and  in  a 
moment  he  lort  all  t'lat  world  about  widch  he  haif  toiled  so 
mach  for  so  many  years.  Worldly  wisdom  I  may  learn  at 
any  isand,  but  0  that  from  their  spiritual  folly  I  may  learn 
spiritual  wisdom  i 

7nesdai;  Feb.  7.— My  body  is  ripening  fast  for  the  grave 
but  my  soul  is  bjt   siowly  ripening  far  eternity  !  How   ter- 
rible  to  mispend  time,  to  sport  with  death,  and  to  trifle  with 
eternal  tilings  !  0   how   sad  is  it,  that  the  Jono-er  I  live,  I 
should  grow  more  unwilling,  and  less  ready  to  die? 
^  Mavcli  23.— O  Iio.v  short  is  \:hQ    race,  and   how  pleasant 
t.ie  death  ol  some  !  In  the  bloom  of  youth,  and   but  a  few 
months  ordained  to  a  charge,  whiie  the  hopes  of  friends  and 
.flock  are  opening  with  every  pleasant  prospect,  behold,  be- 
Jio^d,  a  whole  heaven  of  glory  opens  and  takes  him  in  '  And 
so  sure  is  liis  hope,  and  so  bright  his  views,  that  foi  bids  his 
friends,  in  their  prayers,  to   be  instant  for  his  recovery  ! 
Last  titne  we  were  together,  was  at  a  sacramental  solemni- 
ty; and  when  we  first  meet  again,   (if  I  be  so  happy,)  it 
shall  be  at  the  marriage-supper  of  the  Lamb. 

Tuesdaif,  Jpril  4.---Tiiough  I  have  now  lived  so  long,  t'lat 
I  cannot  expect  to  live  much  long-er,  yet,  alas .'  how  back- 
ward am  I  to  believe  my  approaching  end  '.  O  to  have  my 
love  to  the  world  slain,  my  carking  cares  and  concerr,  about 
created  things  diminished,  my  views  of  heavenly  glory 
brightened,  and  my  affections  set  on  high  ! 

Tuesdaif  May  2.— If  any  thing  coultf  make  a  man  imnwr- 
tal,  would  not  every  endeavour  be  uset!  to  obtain  it,  and 
crowns  and  kingdoms  ba  bartered  for  it  ?  An  interest  in 
Crir!st,  then,  is  both  im-nortality,  and  heaven  and  glory. — 
Though  death  com:-  to  the  sinner  in  every  gi'-isrlv  Siiape, 
in  every  teinble  appearance,  yet  to  tr.e  saint  it  perfurms  ev- 
ery kind  offi -c,  scatters  all  his  anxieties,  fii/.shes  his  care?, 
delivers  him  irom  ail  troubles,  sets  him  jboye  temotation 
and  fliii.  and  translates  him  to  everlasting  b  iss. 

Tuesday^,  ^fiitg.  1.— Death  is.  a  day  tnat  puts  all  me--,  .^pon 
a  level ;  tor  disti  ictions  drop  in  deatn,  and   rank  ano    t  ?- 
cedence  enter  iiut.  into  the  world  of  spirits. 
'  As  a  mortal  man,  I  am  walking  on  tUe  brink  of  etern^.   ; 
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but  as  a  member  of  Christ,  as  an  heir  of  God,  I  am  in  eter- 
nity  already,  bein^^  raised  up  Ircm  as(ate  of  spin  ual  death, 
anci  made  to  sit  together  with  Christ  in  heavenly  p  aces  ; 
XXI  should  1  ill  the  least  be  afraid  of  natural  death  P 

Tnesdcuf,  Sept,  5.-It  is  common  to  look  to^va^ds  the  day 
of  death  with  a  sore  heart  and  a  sad  countenanoe,  as  the 
most  melancholy  event  that  can  take  place  ;  and  maeed,  to 
the  2;reater  part  of  mortals  it  is  such,  because  then  every 
created  felicity  is  finished,  and  eternal  anguish  is  oegun; 
but  if  it  is  to  m'e  the  day  in  which  I  shall  not  only  be  Drou-ht 
out  of  ptison,  delivered  Yrom  every  trouble,  from  temptation 
and  sin,  but  in  uhich  I  shall  be  brought  into  tne  courts  of 
Ood,be  croxvned  with  immortality  and  glorv,  made  perfect 
in  holiupss,  and  ravished  with  the  full  and  eternal  enjoy- 
ment of  God,  should  I  not  rather  sing  for  joy  at  the  approach 
thereof,  than  be  overwhelmed  with  sorrow  ? 

Wedvesday,  JS'ov.  7.— Life  and  health  continued  to  me 
and  mine,  I  acknowledge,  and  would  fain  have  my  heart 
filled  with  gratitude.  O  !  in  such  a  long  and  pleasant  seed 
time,  may  I  sow  to  the  Spirit,  that  of  the  spirit  we  may  reap 

life  everlasting,  r     •       i  u- 

21  —Some  days  aoo,  an  acquaintance  of  mine  leaves  his 
wife  'and  family  in  the  morning,  but  returns  no  more.  ^  I  saw 
him  that  day  mingle  in  a  great  multitude,  but  that  night  he 
joins  the  millions  that  inhabit  the  invisible  world.  The 
day  beo-ins  with  a  fair  to  him,  but  ends  in  his  funeral  ;  tor 
he  is  nStonly  deprived  of  life  by  the  river,  but  buried  below 
the  stream.  The  horse  that  carried  him  to  business,  cames 
him  to  his  latter  end,  and  dies  in  honour,  as  it  were,  ot  his 
master.  The  widow  and  her  offspring  wander  all  night  by 
the  banks  of  the  river,  but  in  vain,  the  corpse  is  not  found. 
Well,  the  soul  is  in  eternity,  and  the  body  shall  be  raised  at 
the  last  dav.  O  that  the  day  of  death  and  the  day  of  jud-- 
m  ent  were  oftener  in  my  mind,  when  I  go  to  a  fair,  as  well 
as  when  I  go  to  a  funeral.  .,     r     , 

Tuesdav,  Jan.  9.  179r.~Being  far  from  nome  on  the  first 
Tuesday,'!  desire  to  remember  on  the  second  my  latter  end 
and  with  all  to  consider  that  death  will  never  call  and  find 
me  from  home,  or,  in  other  words,  that  wherever  I  am  death 
will  find  me  out.  A  lite  spent  in  sinning  makes  a  hopeless 
death.  We  mourn  for  dead  friends,  why  not  mourn  for 
those  that  are  spiritually  dea(»,  dead  in  trespasses  and  sins.? 

With  how  little  concern  do  we  change  the  figures  on  the 
commencement  of  the  new  year  !  and,  alas/  even  so  do  ^ve 
spend  our  yc^rs  as  a  tale  that  hath  been  told. 
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Tuesday,  April  3. — 'I'his  ciay  I  have  seen  ?m  old  acquain- 
tance on  a  sick-bed,  or  on  a  death  bed,  and  though  arrived 
at  the  a:^e  of  tlireescore  and  ten^  vet  as  anxious  to  recover, 
and  as  fond  to  live,  as  if  in  the  bloom  of  life  I  at  this  I  s?eni 
surprised  ;  but  am  not  1  n-vseif  arrived  at  a  greater  age  tiyin 
thousands  that  die  around  me  ?  and  am  I  ivilllug  and  ve.id^ 
to  depart?  O  henceforth  to  be  waitirvg  for  my  change/ 

Tucsdciij,  Mdif  1. —  Mow  near  is  death  many  a  time,  and 
v/e  think  not  of  it  !  A  daughter  attends  her  aged  parent, 
healthy  and  y;>ung;  yet  after  three  or  fjur  days  illness, 
dies  on  the  same  day,  is  carried  in  the  same  irearse,  and 
buried  in  the  same  grave,  aiid  thus  literally  attends  her  sire 
to  tiie  c!iamber»  of  death. 

Btvtli-daij,  Mciij  30. — V/hen  I  consider  ho^v  mariv  birth- 
days 1  have  seen,  I  may  e>:pcct  the  Oxxy  of  my  departure  to 
be  at  hand;  but,  O  ha;)py  if  it  be  a  departui-e  from  sin  to 
perfection  m  grace,  and  full  possession  in  glory.'  a  depar- 
ture from  earthly  cares,  to  uniaterri:pted  communion  with 
God. 

Tuesday,  June  5, — Because  I  iiave  lived  a  long  time  here, 
shall  I  never  expect  to  be  called  hence  ?  Kay,  1  may  expect 
to  be  called  home  shortly.  O  to  live  so,  that  v»hen  death 
comes  I  may  have  nothing  to  do  but  die  I  ^ 

Aug.  6. — It  is  no  wonder  that  the  traveller  that  has  no- 
thing in  his  own  country  but  poverty  and  enemies,  has  no 
desire  to  return  home;  but  he  thai  has  a  fine  palace  fitted 
up  for  his  reception,  and  who,  on  his  arrival,  mav  enter  on 
the  possession  of  a  kingdom,  and  lias  s.sry  ende*arlng  rela- 
tion waiting  to  give  him  a  hearty  welcome,  and  congratu- 
late his  return,  and  yet  can  loiter  in  dreary  wastes,  amidst 
unsocial  mortals,  secret  enemies,  and  open  foes,  v.'ithout  a 
longing-  hope  for  home,  will  not  every  wise  man  account  him 
a  madman  and  a  fool  ?  Alas  !  then,'out  of  mine  own  m.outh 
am  I  condemned,  that  have  dwelt  so  long  on  the  confines 
of  hell,  and  so  much  of  hell  within,  without  longing  for  the 
heavenly  state  ! 

Tuesday,  JMa*.  6. — Whether  the  seasons  be  good  or  very 
bad,  whether  Providence  smile  or  frown,  death  approaches ; 
and  in  the  hour  of  death  it  will  not  be  of  much  moment, 
-whether  the  things  of  life  have  been  prosperous  or  adverse; 
but  to  meet  with  death  unstinged,  and  to  see  him  who  was 
once  dead,  but  is  now  alive,  and  lives  for  evermore,  waiting 
to  receive  me  to  his  glory  and  presence,  v,'ill  make  me  for- 
get all  my  afflictions,  as  the  waters  that  flow  away.  A  be- 
lief of  death  at  hand,  and  heaven  on  the  back  of  death,  may 
support  under  all  present  disasters. 
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Tuesday^  Dec i  4^- — Death  takes  "all  his  prisoners  by  suf- 
prise.  If  we  have  any  degree  of  health,  we  expect  not  to 
lose  it;  if  in  sickness,  we  expect  to  recover;  thus  we  al- 
wavs  expect  to  escape  death  but  die  we  must,  in  spite  of  all 
our  vain  hopes.  And  O  to  die  in  iiope  of  being  ever  w  itli 
the  Lord  !  As  I  should  daily  set  mine  own  deat'i  in  view, 
so  should  I  the  death  of  my  dearest  relations.  But  the 
hopes  of  their  felicity  would  turn  my  sorrow  into  joy,  and 
dry  up  my  tears. 

Tuesday,  Jan.  1,  ITSS. — I  would  Vvish  to  begin  the  year 
with  a  view  of  the  end  of  my  life.  I  have  assuredly  begun 
the  one,  and  shall  as  surely  end  tlie  other.  And  now  1  may 
look  on  myself  as  standing  at  the  very  door  of  the  house  of 
death.  O  that  I  may  be  also  standing  at  the  gate  of  the- 
New-Jerusalem,  that  when  the  one  sliali  open  fur  my  life- 
less dust,  the  ©ther  may  open  for  mine  immortal  soul  ' 

Tuesday,  Feb.  5. — I  know  not  how  long  I  shall  live  ;  I 
know  not  how,  when,  or  where  I  shall  die  ;  I  know  not  the 
length  or  the  kind  of  my  la">t  sickness;  but  this  one  thing  I 
know,  that  on  the  back  of  death  I  shall  cordially  approve 
of  every  step  of  holy  providence  in  my  life,  and  of  every 
.circumstance  about  my  death. 

Tuesday,  March  4. — Around  me  every  day  saints  and 
sinners  are  carried  to  their  long  home;  but,  O.''  the  happi- 
ness of  the  one,  the  misery  of  the  other,  is  so  vast,  that  all 
tlie  bitterest  afBictions  of  human  life  are  lost  in  the  felicity 
cf  the  godly,  and  all  the  good  things  of  time  are  wholly  for- 
gotten in  the  anguish  of  the  damned  ? 

When  death  comes  into  a  family,  and  carries  off  father 
or  mother,  sister  o;  brother,  son  or  daughter,  or  the  wife  of 
our  bosom,  how  familiar  to  us  for  a  while  are  the  thoughts  of 
death.'  Now,  death  comes  every  day  into  the  family  of  man- 
kind, and  carries  off  every  relation  ;  and  though  tlie  sorrow 
cannot  be  so  sharp,  yet  the  instruction  is  equally  strong,  to 
remember  cur  mortality. 

Tuesday,  Jlpril  1, — it  is  owing  to  corruption  in  the  sin- 
ner, and  carnality  in  the  saint,  that  death  is  such  an  unwe^i- 
come  guest;  for  tlie  man  that  has  his  conversation  in  hea- 
ven, will  not  start  back  from  the  messenger  that  comes  to 
carry  him  to  heaven. 

Tuesdciy,  May  6. — Nov/  I  see  the  fields  putting  on  ver- 
dure, but  by  autumn  the  crop  shall  be  cut  down,  and  the 
fields  made  quite  bare.  Just  so,  the  human  race  may  all 
expect  to  be  cut  down  by  xho.  scythe  of  death,  and  that  at 
all  periods,  the  infaiit  as  well  as  the  man  cf  ^v^y  hairs.    O 
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to  look  forward  to  the  heavenly  state,  where  death  is  known 
no  more,  but  where  the  saints  shall  flourish  for  evermore  ! 

Birth-day,  Friday,  May  30, — I  cannot  complain,  with 
Jacob,  that  1  have  not  attained  to  the  years  of  my  fatherSi 
for  this  day  I  am  as  far  advanced  in  life  as  my  dear  fathei^ 
was  when  he  finished  his  course.  When  I  look  to  my  con- 
cerns in  life,  it  appears  needful  that  I  should  be  spared  a 
little  ;  but  when  I  look  to  the  sovereignty  and  sufficiency  of 
God,  I  say,  Here  am  I,  let  him  call  me  when  he  pleases. 

Tuesday,  July  1 — A  few  days  ago,  a  child  was  added  to 
my  tamily,  and  this  day  one  is  taken  from  the  number  of  my 
friends,  and  laid  in  the  house  of  silence.  The  decease  of 
mj  relation  who  was  about  mine  own  age,  seems  to  say, 
^irise  and  follow  vie  to  your  long  home  ;  and  the  birth  of 
■^my  boy  seems  to  add,  Retire  to  your  long  home,  an4  make 
room  for  me.'  Admonished  thus  on  every  hand,  by  old  and 
young,  let  me  earnestly  prepare  for  my  approaching  depar- 
ture. 

Tuesday,  .3m^.5.— All  that  is  frightful  about  death  flows 
from  our  being  sinners;  for  if  we  were  not  sinners  vre 
would  not  be  afraid  of  death,  which  is  the  wages  of  sin  ;  and 
if  we  were  not  carnal,  we  would  not  be  so  reluctant  to 
change  the  earthly  for  the  heavenly  state.  Then  the  saint, 
according  to  his  growth  in  grace,  and  fitness  for  glorv,  will 

long  for  his  change,  and    triumph  over  his  last  enemy. 

Alas  !  then,  how  little  of  the  saint  do  I  find  in  myself,  who 
am  so  lost  in  the  cares  of  this  life,  and  so  unwilling  to  go 
hence  ! 

Tuesday,  Dec.  2. — Emptiness  is  written  on  riches  in  ma- 
ny respects,  but  in  none  more  than  this,  that  the  greatest- 
sums  cannot  defend  the  possessor  from  death.  But  the 
heaveiily  favour  is  life  in  death,  and  light  in  darkness, 
though  T  should  have  a  small  portion  of  earthly  things. 

I>ec.  24.--H0W  pleasant  the  death  of  some  saints!  My 
dear  acquaintance,  in  his  last  illness,  does  not  wish  to  live  : 
he  seems  both  r^ady  and  willing  to  meet  his  change.  And, 
indeed,  well  may  the  guest  go  to  the  banquet  when  tlie  king 
invites  him;  well  may  the  child  go  home  when  his  Fathec 
xalls  him. 

Thursday,  Jan.  1,  1789.— Many  of  my  dear  acquaintan- 
ces are  this  day  ip  the  house  of  silence,  and  it  is  all  eternity 
with  them.  1  know  that  I  am  also  near  the  end  of  my  life": 
O!  wny  should  I  be  in  the  middle  of  my  concerns  and 
cares?  If  I  am  near  death,  like  the  tenant  that  is  near  term- 
day,  I  should  of^n  think  on  death  ;  if  near  eternitv,  I  shouk! 
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be  weaned  i\om  the  things  of  time,  and  my  jaediiiition^ 
much  oa  the  eternal  world ;  and  if  near  heaven,  my  con- 
Yersation  should  be  in  heaven. 

JVednesday,  March  4.— The  spring  advances,  but  it  13 
winter  with  me  i  O  that  in  old  a^e  I  may  flourish  like  the 
palm-tree,  and  be  verdant  like  the  cedar,  and  rejoice  in 
hope  of  the  glory  of  God,  and  a  world  to  come .' 

Tuesdaij,  April  7.— Long  time  have  T  had  to  prepare  for 
death.  The  mercies  of  my  life  are  many  and  sweet,  but  let 
me  remember  the  day  of  death,  that  it  is  approaching  ;  and. 
the- days  of  darkness,  that  they  shall  be  many.  Can  it  be  be- 
lieved thatihere  should  exist  such  infidels  with  respect  to 
death,  where  death  makes  such  havoc  every  day?  But  if 
I  had  a  solid  abiding  impression  of  my  approaching  dissolu- 
tion, (hcv/  near  none  can  say,  but  I  can  say  it  cannot  be  very  J 
far  away),  the  things  of  time  would  not  bulk  so  in  mine  eyes,  ] 
and  the  world  tacome  would  find  proper  room  in  mine  heart. 
O  to  rise  superior  to  the  trifles  of  time,  and  be  daily  laying 
\ip  my  treasure  in  heaven  ! 

Tuesday,  May  5.— Why  should  I  be  anxious  about  futii- 
rity,  either  with  respect  to  myself  or  my  family,  since  I  can- 
not promise  on  a  day  ?  But  O  how  vast,  how  constant,  how 
heart^felt,  should  my  care  and  concern  be  for  myself  and 
them,  in  view  of  eternity  !  where  very  soon  some  of  us,  and 
in  a  little  all  of  us,  must  arrive.  To  lose  a  round  sum,  an 
estate,  a  kingdom,  a  world,  is  but  a  trifle ;  but  to  lose  the  soul 
is  ruin,  is  misery,  is  bankruptcy,  through  eternity  itself! 

Birth-day,  May  30.— This  day  I  acknowledge  the  kind- 
3iess  of  heaven,  in  sparing  me  so  long,  till,  according  to  the 
common  computation  of  thirty  years  to  an  age,  the  world  is 
-*iear  twice  swept  of  all  its  inhabitant!,  and  fifteen  hundred 
millions  of  souls  entered  on  their  eterflal  state  !     ll^ve  not, 
then,  tliousands  fallen  at   my  side,  and   millions   dropped    j 
jdown  around  me  ?     O  what  a  glow  of  gratitude  should  warm   j 
my  breast !  But  if  I  shall  never  be  hurt  of  t!ie  second  deaths  '\ 
what  a  flame  of  love  should  kindle  through  all  my  soul  1 

Tuesday,  June  % — How  pleasant  to  see  one  from  a  death-  ' 
bed  mounting  to  glory?  but  how  sad  the  latter  end  of  some  1  - 
To  look  backward,  nothing  but  remorse ;  to  look  forward,  no- 
thing but  horror  and  anguish  ! 

Tuesday,  Jug.  4. — While  I  live  at  home  in  ihQ  body,  I  am 
absent  from  the  Lord  ;  and,  alas  !  careless  about  communion 
with  GotI,  or  arriving  at  the  heavenly  presence !  Then,  if 
death  brings  me  home  and  presents  me  in  the  heavenly  pre- 
sence, it  will  do  me  a  great  kindness ;  but  0  to  be  preparing 
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lor  the  glorious  change  !  for  every  one  that  hopes  to  arrive 
at  heaven, should  have  his  conversation  in  heaven. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  1. — Many  wait  tor  the  morning-light,  I  am 
waiting  fur  the  evening-'shadows,  for  the  shadow  of  death  ; 
but  it  is  in  hnpe  of  a  succeeding  morning  without  a  cloud, 
and  of  a  day  that  shall  never  decline.  If  I  am  assured  of 
such  an  heavenly  morning,  of  such  a  glorious  day,  no  matter 
thojg'^  the  intervening  days  of  darkness  and  nights  of  sor- 
row be  many.  If  I  can  rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory  of  God, 
I  nee<l  not  tremble  in  prospect  of  death. 

Tiipsday,  Oct.  5. — A  few  days  ago,  a  servant  "was  taken 
sick,  and  next  day,  while  carried  home  to  her  father's  house, 
expires  by  the  way.  The  sky  is  her  roof,  and  a  dung-cart  is 
her  death-bed,  and  no  attendants  in  her  last  moments  but  the 
boy  that  guided  the  horse  I  yet  in  the  silent  grave  none  shall 
be  able  to  distinguish  her  dust,  nor  in  the  world  of  spirits  her 
soul,  from  those  that  have  died  in  kingly  courts  or  royal  pa- 
laces. How  trifling,  then,  all  the  things  of  this  world,  rich- 
es, honours,  pleasures,  great  connections,  and  numerous 
friends,  and  affectionate  relations,  which  can  do  nothing  for 
us  in  a  world  to  come  .'  No  matter  whether  at  sea  or  on  land, 
in  the  open  fields  or  in  our  father's  house,  we  breathe  our 
last,  if  death  brinojs  us  home  to  our  heavenly  Father's  house. 
Tuesday i  JVov.  3. — How  trifling  are  all  tlie  things  that  we 
can  lose  in  a  world,  compared  with  a  world  to  come  !  If  the 
^arth  must  employ  our  hands, yet  heaven  only  should  have 
room  in  our  hearts  ;  yet  liow  often  do  I  give  my  heart  to 
that  which  deserves  only  my  4»and.  AVhen  a  traveller  has 
almost  completed  his  journey,  and  a  long  journey  compared 
vith  that  of  many  around  him,  in  what  light  would  he  ap- 
pear, if,  during  the  last  two  or  three,  or  four  or  five  days  of 
his  journey,  he  made  himself  uneasy  by  an  anxious  solicitude 
how  to  finish  them,  though  in  safety  he  had  travelled  almost 
threescere  days  before,  instead  of  being  taken  up  in  think- 
ing on  his  glad  arrival,  and  chearful  Avelcome  home  ?  Just  so, 
i  am  near  (I  know  not  how  near)  the  end  of  my  journey  of 
lay  pilgriniage  below,  therefore  the  cares  of  the  world,  the 
affairs  of  life,  should  not  sit  heavy  on  my  mind,  while  tlie 
bright  glories  of  the  other  world  open  imn)'  view. 

Tuesday,  Bee.  8..— 1  believe  that  both  the  hour,  the  place, 
awd  manne^of  death,  are  fixed  in  the  decree,  and  that  what 
evermy  dangers  are,  my  safety  is  the  same.  He  that  dies  in 
Christ  peed  not  care  whether  he  be  drowned  in  a  wave^  or 
buried  in  a  grave. 
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Jan.  1.  1790, — With  what  indifference  do  I  let  go  a  whole? 
year/  I  change  the  figures  with  the  same  unconcern  as  I 
go  from  one  chair  to  another  in  the  room  /  But  0  how  deep 
a  year's  account  at  the  bar  of  God/  in  the  book  of  con- 
science /  To  365  days  ;  item,  to  52  Sabbaths  ;  item,  to  such 
and  such  sacraments  and  sermons;  item,  to  such  a  state  of 
health  ;  item,  to  such  a  multitude  of  common  blessings  ; 
item,  to  family  blessings  ;  item,  to  food  and  raiment;  item, 
to  such  opportunities  ami  calls  to  private  and  secret  prayer, 
&c.  Then  what  must  be  the  account  of  my  life,  a  life  so 
long,  that  I  cannot  expect  it  should  be  much  longer/  O  to 
improve  what  remains,  like  one  that  must  soon  render  an 
account  for  all  / 

Juefiday,  April  6. — Heaven  has  kindly  given  me  another 
son  ;  and,  as  a  dying  person,  I  may  say,  that  if  he  depart 
before  me,  he  shall  increase  my  mourning  ;  or,  if  he  survive 
me,  he  shall  increase  the  number  of  mourners  at  ray  decease  ; 
but  as  a  Christian  parent,  I  devote  him  to  God,  to  serve  him 
while  he  lives,  and  at  death  to  enter  into  the  full  enjoyment 
of  the  heavenly  bliss.  What  a  comfort  is  it  to  a  parent  ad- 
vancing into  years,  and  that  knows  not  the  day  of  his  death, 
that  my  heavenly  Father  lives,  and  will  be  a  Father  to  the 
fatherless  / 

Tuesday,  May  4. — Though  every  creature  avoids  deaths 
yet  death  hunts  the  whole  creation,  man  and  beast,  and 
shall  throw  his  dart  at  all.  But  how  melancholy  and  mourn- 
ful the  death  of  some  !  My  female  acquaintance,  surround- 
ed with  fears,  and  harrassed  with  faithless  forebodings  a- 
bout  the  loss  of  relations,  and  provision  for  helpless  chil- 
dren, in  defiance  of  the  laws  of  heaven,  and  the  law  of  na- 
ture, takes  away  her  own  life,  and  rushes  without  thought 
on  the  eternal  state  !  What  must  the  first  reflection  of  such 
a  soul  be  in  the  world  of  spirits  ?  Here  thought  succumbs, 
and  conception  fails.  If  1  have  a  faith  of  eternal  salvation, 
I  need  not  fear  about  temporal  provision;  the  power  that 
has  created,  can  be  at  no  loss  to  support;  and  the  mercy 
that  has  redeemed,  and  gives  grace  and  glory,  cannot  be  ex" 
hausted  by  giving  a  few  of  the  good  things  of  time. 

Tuesday,  Sept  14. — The  memory  of  some  stinks  after 
death,  and  the  good  name  of  others  is  dead  before  themselves: 
but  the  saint  shall  never  die.  By  his  holy  conversation,  he 
speaks  even  when  his  tongue  is  silent  in  death  ;  and  being 
united  to  the  Lord  of  life,  he  shall  never  feel  the  sting  ot 
death.  If  such  be  my  happy  situation,  dissolution  shall  .do 
me  no  harm. 
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Tiiesdaif,  Oct.  5. — The  young  child  walking  undar  the  ten- 
der eye  of  its  mother,  may  catch  a  fall,  but  suddenly  she 
takes  it  up  in  her  arms,  embraces  and  caresses  it,  so  that  the 
pain  is  lost,  and  the  frio;ht  forsottcn,  in  the  endearments  of 
so  near  a  relation  :  yea, its  fall  issues  in  more  abundant  feli- 
city than  it  had  before,  when  only  under  her  aftectionate  eye. 
Just  so,  if  I  am  a  child  of  lieaven,  thou;:;h  death  trip  up  my 
heelp,  and  I  catch  a  severe  fall  in  this  dark  valley,  yet  anon 
my  heavenly  Father  will  take  me  up  in  his  everlasting  arms, 
embrace  and  caress  me  so  kindly,  that  I  shall  for  ever  forget 
the  fears  of  dissolution,  and  the  pangs  of  death  ;  and  1  shall 
find  myself  enriched  by  my  loss,  for  I  shall  only  lose  dust 
and  duDi:;,  trash  and  trifles,  but  find  all  the  riches  of  glorVj 
all  the  fulness  of  God. 

Dec.  9. — It  is  a  sei-ious  thouglit  to  think,  that  I,  who  am 
now  entertained  with  the  kindnes-s  of  the  wife  of  my  bosom/ 
with  the  endearments  of  my  children,  with  the  correspon- 
dence and  acquaintance  of  friends  and  neighbors,  must  short- 
ly change  my  company,  and  find  myself  in  a  world  of  spirits. 
When  my  clay  tabernacle,  like  the  earthen  pitchers  in  Gid- 
eon's army,  is  broken  to  pieces,  anon  the  lieavenly  spirits, 
like  so  many  luminaries,  shine  around  me,  and  God,  the  foun- 
tain of  essence,  and  Father  of  spirits,  blazes  full  on  my  souh 
Now,  as  such  a  change  will  come,  as  such  an  event  must  take 
place,  I  would  wish  it  not  to  ccme  unlooked  for,  or  to  find 
me  unprepared  for  it. 

Jan.  1,  1791. — When  I  consider  the  flight  of  time,  I  see 
that  all  created  thinss  must  scon  be  concealed  in  impenetra» 
ble  darkness,  and  then  the  worldling's  heaven  must  dissolve 
in  smoke  ;  but  as  the  rising  sun  gilds  the  tops  of  the  moun- 
tains, so  at  this  period  the  heaverdy  glory  shall  spread  a 
beauty  on  all  around,  and  then  the  heaven  of  the  saints  shall 
unfold  with  every  felicity  that  finite  souls  can  enjoy,  or  God 
can  bestow. 

Tuesday,  Jan.  4. — Winter  with  its  storms  is  a  picture  of 
human  life  ;  but  days,  liowever  dark  and  stormy,  pass  away  ; 
so  life,  however  much  afilicted,  will  come  to  an  end.  Now, 
if  the  end  of  life  be  the  end  of  all  my  afflictions,  1  am  one 
of  the  happiest  persons  alive.  O  how  pleasant  to  meet  an 
unstitiged  death,  and  to  have  the  hope  of  heaven  on  the  back 
of  death! 

Feb.  27. — What  a  sudden  and  astonishing  transition  awaits 
me  from  time  to  eternity,  from  the  material  to  the  spiritual 
world  I  To-day  engaged  in  the  aftairs  of  life,  and  conver- 
sing v.'ith  my  friends,  and  to-morrow  surrounded  with  mil- 
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lions  of  spirits,  associated  with  angels,  and  employed  in  ev- 
erlastini!j  concerns  !  It  will  therefore  by  my  wisdom  daily 
to  take  farewell  of  the  tilings  of  time,  and  get  more  and  more 
acquainted  with  the  eternal  state. 

Jiibj  20. — To  live  separated  from  our  dearest  friends,  fo 
dwell  at  a  distance  from  God,  to  have  the  world  rolling  in 
our  minds,  and  created  concerns  engrossing  our  thoughts,  is 
not  like  an  heir  of  God,  an  expectant  of  glory  ;  and  such  a 
situation  may  make  us  long  for  the  happy  period  of  our  de- 
parture, wdien  we  shall  flee  into  the  immediate  enjt)yment  of 
God,  and  in  our  adorations  rise  to  the  ardour  of  angeU,  and 
the  glow  of  seraphims.  Had  I  any  right  apprehension  of  iY^Q 
eternal  enjoyment  of  God,  [  would  meditaty  more  on  it,  and 
long  more  after  it,  and,  in  midst  of  all  present  disasters,  re- 
joice in  the  prospect  of  it. 

Dec,  20. — Now,  the  last  of  my  grandfather's  family  is  gone 
to  their  long  home,  and  I  cannot  say  how  soon  I  must  go  to 
my  long  home,  who  have  long  been  tlie  last  of  my  father's 
family.  But  this  I  see,  that  old  and  young,  rich  and  poor, 
great  and  small,  die,  and  disappear  for  ever.  What  comfort 
to  have  hope  of  bur  friends  at  death  I  What  w  ould  the  gen- 
eral opinion  be  of  the  feelings  of  those  friends  who  had  lost 
their  nearest  and  dearest  relative,  carried  off  by  ruffians,  and 
yet  felt  no  disquiet;  who  could  feast  cheerfully  at  their 
sumptuous  board,  while  their  friends  were  destitute  of  all 
the  comforts  of  life  ;  could  sleep  pleasantly  on  their  downy 
beds,  while  their  friends  were  denied  the  least  slumber,  by 
the  torturing  hand  of  their  cruel  foes  ;  could  quaff  and  ca- 
rouse with  sparkling  wine,  while  their  friends  could  not  pro- 
cure a  drop  of  water  to  their  scorched  toiigue  ?  Now,  to  ap- 
ply, where  are  ruffians  like  the  infernal  fiends  ?  Where  is  a 
state  so  utterly  destitute  of  all  comforts,  as  the  state  of  dam- 
nation ?  Where  are  tortures  like  the  torments  of  hell,  and 
the  insults  of  damned  devils?  And  where,  but  in  the  bur- 
ning lake,  are  sufferers  so  completely  mxiserabie,  v*'ho  cannot 
command  even  a  drop  of  water  to  cool  their  tormented  tongue? 
And  yet  the  death  of  those  sinners,  who  lived  without  God, 
and  died  without  hope,  makes  no  impression  on  their  survi- 
ving friends. 

Sabbath,  Jan.  1, 1792. — The  last  year  ended  with  the  cares 
and  toils  of  the  week,  this  year  begins  with  the  rest  of  the 
holy  Sabbath.  And  as  my  present  life  has  been,  and  is  a  scene 
of  troubles  and  anxieties,  (not  that  I  complain),  so  let  my 
life  beyond  the  grave  be  an  eternal  Sabbath  of  rest.  More- 
over, as  1  may  be  assured  that  this  life  will  end,  so  may  I 
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Iidve  the  sweet  faith  that  such  a  life  will  then  begin  !  0  for 
a  glance  of  heaven,  a  glimpse  of  glorv,  and  I  shall  not  shrink 
from  dissolution,  or  be  dismayed  at  death,  but  long  to  be  for 
ever  with  the  Lord  ! 

Thursdai/,  Juu.  5. — 0  now  to  have  a  real  belief  of  mv  ap- 
proaching end  I  And  indeed,  for  ^vhat  purpose  would  I  live 
much  longer?  To  see  earthly  good  is  not  woFth  the  while, 
and  I  cannot  expect  to  see  spiritual  good  in  perfection,  but 
in  the  light  of  glory.  As  for  family-concerns,  my  faith  can 
commit  them  all  into  the  hand  of  an  omnipotent,  all- wise, 
and  gracious  God. 

Jan,  28. — It  is  the  duty  of  every  living  man  to  acknowledge 
the  goodness  of  God  in  continuinghim  in  life,  and  crowning 
him  with  blessings;  and  still  more  of  the  Christian  to  have 
his  heart  full  of  gratitude,  if  enabled  to  live  a  life  of  faith  on 
the  unseen  Jesus  and  his  graces,  like  the  tire  of  the  altar, 
always  burning  heavenward.  But  0  what  glowing  gratitude, 
joy,  and  rapture,  will  fill  my  whole  soul  in  heaven,  to  fi?Hl 
myself  enjoying  a  life  of  communion  with  a  three-one  God, 
and  that  through  all  eternity. 

Tuesday,  Feb.  T. — The  day  is  fast  apprcacliing,  v.hen  I 
must  take  farewell  of  all  created  things,  rjul  enter  on  mine 
eternal  state ;  and  though  I  have  been  these  many  years 
seem'uigli/  preparing  for  death,  yet  death  may  at  last  come 
upon  me  unawares  ;  and  the  reason  is,  though  1  believe  that 
death  is  on  his  way,  yet  I  put  him  still  at  some  distance,  a 
'week,  a  month,  or  a  year,  when  in  truth  I  should  expect 
him  every  day,  and  so,  like  the  apostle,  "die  daily."  I 
would  wish  to  be  like  the  cautious  soldier,  who,  while  in 
the  enemy's  country,  though  he  may  sit  down  at  times  to 
rest  himself,  yet  never  puts  oiT  his  armour,  and  so,  when- 
ever the  foe  appears,  springs  to  his  feet,  and  is  in  a  posture 
of  defence. 

Tuesday,  March  6. — How  near  am  I  to  the  eternal  world! 
and  should  a  world,  a  vain  world  that  passeth  away,  give 
me  any  vexation  ?  How  soon  inay  I  mingle  with  holy  an- 
gels and  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect  I  and  to  enter 
there  with  my  arms  full  of  earthly  cares,  would  make  me 
appear  a  monster  indeed.  0.'  how  sad  to  see  some  going 
into  the  eternal  state  without  a  serious  thought,  but  their, 
sins  going  before  them  to  judgment.^ 

^3pril2]. — Though  I  am  travelling  through  an  enemy's 
country,  beset  with  dangers,  and  surrounded  with  difficul- 
ties, yet,  owing  to  the  wisdom  of  my  heavenly  guide,  and 
the  omnipotence  of  my  divipe  guard,  I  am  always  safe,  and 
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shall  Finish  my  course  with  joy;  and  when  my  race  is  end- 
ed, I  shall  obiain  the  crown.  0  how  comforting  this  /  when 
I  see  many  that  started  fair  for  the  heavenly  prize,  stumblft 
and  fall  in  their  race,  liave  their  bones  bruised  or  broken, 
and  h.ard  to  say  whether  they  shall  ever  rise  again,  c  run 
anymore.  But,  0  I  v/hat  shall  I  say  when  1  reflect  on  thi?, 
— that  ihQ  nearer  any  body  conies  to  its  centre,  its  motion 
is  always  swifter;- and  tlie  nearer  a  river  comes  to  the 
ocean,  it  is  always  larger  and  larger?  But  tliough  now  near 
tiie  ocean  of  eternity,  and  Ihe  centre  of  everlasting  rest, 
alas .'  how  slow  is  my  motion  heavenward,  how  torpid  my 
iove,  and  how  languid  my  desires  after  t\vd  eternal  er.joy- 
ment  of  God  !  But,  0  happy  day!  when,  in  the  blissful 
state,  I  s^.all  approach  nearer  and  nearer  to  God ;  and  the 
nearer  I  approach,  my  motion  towards  him  shall  be  swifter 
and  swifter;  and  the  morel  know  and  love  him,  my  soul 
will  be  enlarged  and  capacitated  to  know  and  love  him  still 
the  more. 

Tuesday,  Jul:/  4. — It  is  said  of  the  saints  in  the  future 
state,  JS^either  can  they  die  any  more.  In  the  faith  of  that 
triumpiiant  state,  I  will  submit  to  diseases  and  death.  And 
O  how  low  a  poor  mortal  can  be  brought  before  death  !  To 
look  on  a  near  neighbour  may  every  way  humble  me,  and 
convince  me  of  this.  But  after  death  I  shall  die  no  more; 
nor  do  I  understasid  tiiis  negatively,  that  I  sl^all  never  more 
feel  pain,  or  diseases,  or  death  ;  but  positively,  that  I  shall 
be  possessed  of  the  most  vigorous  immortality,  and  enjoy  a 
life  of  the  most  uninterrupted  communion  with  God,  of  un- 
clouded glory,  and  inconceivable  bliss  ! 

July  14. — What  a  sudden  and  surprising  cliange  shall  the 
saints  undergo  at  death  .'  From  the  deepest  abasement,  they 
*hall  be  raised  to  the  highest  perfection  of  glory;  from  a 
long  and  lino;ering  death,  to  life  everlasting.  No  matter, 
-then,  how  or  in  wluit  manner  I  die,  if  I  die  in  Chiist. 

July  28. — How  uncertain  my  present  life  !  how  near  to  a 
future  state  an^  I  at  all  times  I  but  how  hippy,  if  the  day  of 
my  dissolution  be  the  day  of  my  glorification  .'  Then,  thouij^Ii 
the  call  may  be  sudden,  my  passage  shall  be  sweet,  and  I 
shall  forget,  no"  only  my  afflictions,  but  all  present  things^ 
though  crowns  and  kingdoms,  as  the  sports  of  children,  and 
the  amusements  of  school-boys.  Tv\o  days  ago  my  young- 
est child  seemed  flying  to  all  that  saw  her.  1  resigned  her 
to  God,  and  he  haa  gracioualy  recovered  her;  but  hence- 
forth I  would  wish  to  remember,  that  all  m^  chiidien  are 
walking;^  ou  the  very  brink  of  eternity,  and  m^av  be  called 
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tiutlierin  a  moment;  but  0  may  it  be  to  the  eternal  enjoy- 
ment of  God  ! 

dii,^'  r.— I  had  tlie  near  prospect  of  death  in  mine  own 
family  lately  ;  but  Heaven  prevented  my  fears  ;  and  blessed 
be  his  name.  "  The  time  of  my  departure  is  at  hand,"  said 
an  apostle.  I  say  tlie  same ;  and  0  that  I  may  finish  my 
course  with  joy/ 

Tuesdaij,  Sept.  4. — When  a  person,  through  age,  begins 
to  decline,  how  do  ail  nis  acquaintance  condole  with  him  / 
But  we  may  rather  congratulate  the  saint  who  thus  is  on 
his  near  departure  to  his  native  country,  and  his  Father's 
liouse. 

Sept.  30. — The  children  of  Israel  were  typical  of  all  the 
chddren  of  hope.  They  were  not  only  delivered  from  the 
iron  furnace,  tne  brick-kilns,  and  the  cruel  task-masters, 
but  were  b; ought  iato  a  land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey, 
blessed  wi  h  tne  liberty  of  a  free  people,  allowed  to  sit  each 
man  under  his  vine  and  his  tig-tree,  and  none  to  make 
them  afraid  ;  so  the  saiiits  are  not  only  preserved  from  go- 
ino-  down  to  the  pit,  delivered  out  from  the  lowest  hell,  for- 
ever set  free  from  ;heanguis'n  of  damnation,  and  the  agonies 
of  consuTiiiiiare  despair,  and  the  powers  of  darkness  forever 
bruised  under  t.seir  feet,  but  planted  in  the  heavenly  Ca- 
naan, in  the  fall  possession  of  ail  good,  and  in  the  beatific 
vision  and  full  enj')yment  of  God  and  t:ie  Lamb.  Thus  the 
poor  sinner  Las  one  hell  in  tne  punishment  of  sense,  v.hile 
the  billows  or  divine  wrath  roll  over  his  soul  forever;  and 
another  iiell  in  the  punishment  of  loss,  in  being  banished 
forever  from  the  presence  of  the  Loid,  and  from  tne  glory  of 
his  power;  but  tiie  ?aint  has  one  heaven  in  being  rescued 
from  such  a  hell,  and  another  heaven  in  being  raised  to  such 
aglory,  and  p»ssessed  of  such  inconceivbaie  bliss. 

Tuesday,  J\%a.  G. — it  is  now  time  for  me  to  be  taking 
farewell  of  the  things  of  this  life,  since  some  of  my  dear 
acquaintance,  i>y  th-ir  death,  have  bid  their  last  adieu  to 
me.  O  now  lo  get  my  mouth  opened  in  commendation  of 
Christ  a.id  religion,  Swice  some  dear  samts  are  deprived  of 
the  use  of  spe^ach  in  t^eir  last  illness  i  While  I  would  wish 
to  lose  Sight  of  the  ihings  or  time,  I  would  w  ish  to  get  bet- 
ter and  uei tes  acquainted  vviih  the  heavenly  stdte,  for  every 
expectant  oi  heaven  should  study  to  have  his  conversation 
in  heaven. 

Dec.  5.— -Every  thing  is  melancholy  in  the  sinner's  pros- 
pect of  death;  but  the  saint  has  a  noble  counterbalance  for 
every  t^ii^S distressing  in  disaolutioii.    Indeed  the  saint  at 
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death  loses  all  lils  friends  ;  but  he  mingles  in  the  genefa) 
assembly  and  church  of  the  first-born.  His  bodj  is  laid  in 
the  grave,  and  crum.bles  into  dust ;  but  Jesus  is  the  resur- 
rection  and  the  life.  In  a  word,  he  can  call  nothing  in  the 
world  his  own,  but  takes  an  everlasting  farewell  of  all  be- 
low ;  but  he  is  ever  \vith  the  Lord  ;  and  this  is  all  in  all. 

Tuesday,  Jan,  1,  1793. — Whatever  I  do,  tiTr^e  ilies  away; 
and,  0.'  how  soon  must  years,  and  months,  and  days,  be  no 
more  mine!  How  sad  to  see  men,  because  privileged  with  a 
new  year,  forget  that  there  is  another  world,  and  that  they 
are  hastening  fast  to  a  future  state !  I  cannot  say  that  1 
ihall  see  another  new  year,  but  I  would  wish  to  have  mine 
i.  chor  fixed  within  the  vail,  and  then  whatever  storms  may 
blow,  or  trials  come,  my  soul  shall  be  safely  towed  into  the 
heavenly  harbour. 

Feb,  4. — This  day  my  youngest  son  is  dangerously  ill  of 
a  fever;  and  I  would  desire  to  act  faith  on  the  one  hand, 
that  he  may  recover,  and  submission  on  the  other,  should 
he  be  taken  away.  He  has  an  immortal  soul,  but  knov.s 
nothing  of  immortality  or  eternity,  being  a  child;  therefore 
I  desire  to  plead  the  promise,  "  I  will  be  thy  God,  and  the 
God  of  thy  seed.'*  And,  encouraged  by  thy  permission,  I 
bring  my  little  child  to  thee.  Thou  knowest  the  affection 
of  a  parent,  and  permittest  me  to  apply  the  comfort,  "  Like 
as  a  father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord  pitielh  them 
that  fear  him."  Now,  a  father  pitieth  his  children  in  dis- 
tress, still  more  than  when  in  health  ;  so  \k;t  thy  compas- 
sion be  extended  according  to  my  afiliction.  When  I  re- 
flect on  the  endearments  of  my  child,  my  passions  struggle, 
and  my  bowels  are  stirred  ;  but  \\hen  I  consider  thy  wis- 
dom, thy  goodness,  and  thy  unchangeable  love,  I  would  wisb 
to  be  all  silence  and  submission. 

Tuesday y  Feb.  5. — My  dear  boy  is  still  aii^e,  but  I  have 
given  him  away  to  God ;  and  when  he  has  no  more  con- 
nection with  me  as  his  earthly  parent,  may  he  be  admitted 
into  the  presence  and  enjoyment  of  his  heavenly  Father  — 
If  in  this  life  only  1  had  hope  for  myself  or  child,  I  should 
be  miserable;  but  the  faith  of  an  happy  immortality  wipes 
the  tear  from  mine  eye,  and  sorrow  from  mine  heart.  The 
death  of  my  child  will  make  no  impression  on  the  country 
around,  only  in  mine  own  family;  but  dear  in  God's  sight 
is  the  death  of  his  saints,  however  young.  I  desire  to  act 
faith  on  the  blessed  Saviour  for  the  salvation  of  my  dear 
child.. 
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Peb.  13. — After  continuing  some  days  in  such  a  state^ 
that  all  t.'iat  saw  him  looked  on  him  as  past  recovery,  it 
pleased  a  gracious  God  to  rebuke  the  fever,  and  restore  him 
to  health,  and  this  day  he  is  in  a  good  way.  O  to  make  2. 
light  improvement  of  such  kindness  / 

Feb.  :;24.— With  v,  hat  surprise  will  I  lift  up  mine  eyes  on 
the  heavenly  glories,  and  gaz?  wit'i  wonder  on  the  ravish- 
ing displays  of  infinite  perfections/  It  is  my  shame  and  sin 
to  know  so  little  of  that  triumphant  state  that  I  am  so  soon 
to  enter  upon;  and  "the  reason  is,  the  tilings  of  time  so  en- 
gross my  meditations,  that  lieaveniy  things  are  strangers 
there.  O  to  be  crucified  to  the  world,  and  to  get  tlie  world 
crucified  to  me  I  It  will  be  sad,  and  unlike  an  heir  of  hea- 
ven, to  die  with  the  world  in  my  heart,  and  die  shortly  1 
must.  1  have  nothing  to  do  v.iih  such  a  load  of  cares,  since 
allovred,  yea,  called  and  iiviteJ,  to  cast  tliem  ail  00  God  ; 
but  my  whole  soul  may  open  to  the  joys  of  heavenj  and  the 
eternal  e:  joyment  ofGocl. 

Tuesday,  March  5. — I  adore  divine  soTereignty;  fir 
since  my  I'oy  began  to  recover,  a  near  neighbour,  in  the  vi- 
gour of  life,  tiie  head  of  a  family,  is  taken  off  by  death.'  O 
that  my  child  may  live  to  serve  God  J  and  may  1  never  for*, 
get  that  I  cannot  now  live  long  ! 

Aug.  9. — A  neighbour  of  mine  has  got  such  a  sudden  call 
into  the  invisible  world,  as  calls  aloud  to  be  always  ready/ 
He  visits  an  acquaintance,  and  stays  till  ten  o'clock  at  .night 
returns  home,  goes  to  be  ',  and  early  this  morning  he  min- 
gles in  the  world  of  spirits.  0  to  be  wise,  then,  and  to  do 
every  thing  as  it  were  my  last  action,  and  to  have  nothing 
to  do  at  last,  but  to  depart  and  be  forever  with  the  Lord  I 
As  interested  in  the  aftairs  of  this  life,  as  connected  with 
dying  creatures,  1  may  be  surprised  ;  but  as  an  heir  of  God, 
as  an  expectant  of  glory,  1  shall  never  be  taken  ueawares 
by  death,  being  in  a  state  of  immutable  security,  and  dv/ell- 
ing  under  the  v.ings  of  the  Eternal. 

Oct.  6. — Sometimes  I  have  promised  myself,  in  such  an 
ordinance,  and  at  such  a  season,  that  I  should  enjoy  commu- 
nion with  God ;  the  season  has  come,  and  I  have  been  dis- 
appointed ;  but  I  have  one  sweet  prospect,  that  there  is  a 
period  not  far  distant,  when  I  shall  enjoy  full,  and  free,  and 
uninterrupted  communion  v/ith  God.  In  the  heavenly  state, 
I  shall  not  be  vexed  with  one  distracted  thought,  not  a  me- 
ditation shall  be  barren  of  God. 

Jan.  2,  1794. — When  heavenly  wisdom  has  pronounced 
all  to  be  vanity,  how  can  I  expect  but  to  find  abundant  vex- 
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ation  ?  But  when  the  days  of  my  mournino-  afe  ended,  in 
the  state  of  glory,  I  shall  find  superabundant  consolation* 

Tuesday,  March  11. — O  to  prepare  for  death  in  good  ear- 
nest, for  death  is  a  matter  of  the  last  importance  !  Mistakes 
in  every  human  tiling  can  be  mended,  or  ended  in  death, 
but  a  mistake  in  death  is  fatal.  When  I  hear  some  talk  of 
death  with  so  much  ease,  of  whose  state  I  have  mournful 
forebodings,  I  am  afraid  I  also  deceive  myself,  and  go  down 
to  the  pit  with  a  lie  in  my  right  hand.  But  I  beg  the  Search- 
er of  hearts  to  try  me,  cast  out  every  wicked  thing  in  me, 
and  lead  me  in  his  way  everlasting. 

Tuesday  Jpail  L — I  have  long  been  conversant  in  this 
^vorld,  but  it  is  now  high  time  that  I  look  forward  td  a  world 
to  come.  I  may  expect  changes  here,  but  the  prospect  of 
my  last  change  may  silence  me  under  all.  If  the  heavenly 
glories  blazed  in  mine  eye  as  they  ought,  if  uninterrupted 
communion  with  God  was  esteemed  by  me  as  it  should  be, 
the  prospect  of  my  departure  would  fill  me  with  unspeaka.- 
ble  joy ,  but  I  am  carnal,  sold  unto  sin,  a  slave  to  sense.  But 
he  who  is  the  author,  is  also  the  finisher  of  faith  ;  and  this  is 
my  comfort. 

ylpril  23. — Friends  and  acquaintance  are  dropping  into 
the  grave  around  me,  and  call  to  me,  "you  must  follow 
soon."  But  what  shall  I  say  of  a  departing  soul  ?  It  is  easy 
for  friends  to  believe  their  deceased  relations  gone  to  glory, 
if  they  had  any  thing  of  the  form  of  godliness.  Yea,  it  is 
easy  for  a  soul  to  deceive  himself,  and  to  have  false  hopes  of 
heaven,  when  not  far  from  hell.  A  partial  reformation,  ho- 
nesty, and  sobriety,  and  a  performance  of  some  duties,  though 
the  heart  be  never  changed,  fosters  the  delusion.  However 
he  may  shine  in  the  eyes  of  some  men,  still  he  is  a  stranger 
to  the  plagues  of  his  own  heart,  is  a  stranger  to  communion 
with  God,  and  knows  nothing  of  living  by  faith  on  the  8on 
of  God.  On  the  brink  of  eternity,  let  trifles  never  raise  my 
spirits,  but  the  near  prospect  of  the  eternal  enjoyment  of 
God  ;  and  when  I  come  to  die,  if  I  have  the  use  of  my  tongue, 
let  me  not  be  ashamed  to  speak  of  religion,  and  lor  God. 

Tuesday,  May  6. — I  cannot  but  be  much  astonished  at  that 
fatal  stupidity  in  which  some  men  die.  But  since  the  scrip- 
ture pronounces  the  sinner  spiritually  dead,  why  should  I  be 
surprised  to  find  him  insensible  in  the  midst  of  danger,  and 
thoughtless  on  the  brink  of  hell .?  Nothing  less  than  the  Spi- 
rit of  God  can  convince  us  of  our  sin  and  misery  ;  and  where 
his  divine  power  is  never  felt,  no  wonder  that  the  soul  be  in- 
sensible, under  a  weight  that  might  grind  the  creation  to 
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powder  !  Therefore,  to  see  so  many  persons  enter  on  their 
eteiMdl  state,  without  any  concern  at  all,  is  rather  a  proof  of 
their  desperate  situation,  than  of  their  triumphant  entry  in- 
to glory.  But  the  day  is  not  now  far  distant,  when  I  must 
enter  on  mine  eternal  state  !  O  that  I  may  not  die  with  the 
foolhardiness  of  the  Roman,  but  with  the  humble  faith  of  the 
Christian  ;  and  knowing  in  whom  I  have  believed,  and  to 
whom  I  have  committed  the  keeping  of  my  soul,  smile  in  the 
face  of  dissolution  itself. 

May  18. — On  ray  entrance  into  heaven,  I  shall  find  a  sweet 
change,  not  only  of  my  state,  but  of  the  frame  of  ray  soul : 
every  faculty  shall  be  full  of  God,  and  every  power  of  soul 
shall  centre  on  God.  ^Vhat  a  pleasant  prospect  this  to  the 
poor  saint,  who  is  daily  harassed  with  worldly  thoughts,  and 
a  wandering  heart ;  and  at  his  best  times  sorely  buffetted  by 
the  grand  enemy/  But  rest  on  the  back  of  such  toil,  and 
victory  on  i\\Q:  back  of  such  a  conflict,  will  be  doublv  sweet ; 
and  of  such  a  rest,  and  such  a  victory,  every  saint  may  rest 
secured. 

Birth-day y  May  30. — Every  birth-day  brings  me  nearer  to 
the  day  of  my  death  j  but  how  sad,  if  still  the  soul  and  the 
affections  are  indifferent,  or  averse  to  the  state  of  glory  .'  O 
to  know  something  of  looking  for,  and  hastening  unto  the 
coming  of  the  day  of  God  I  Let  me  be  loosening  my  affec- 
tions from  the  creature  more  and  more,  as  I  am  nearer  and 
nearer  my  last  farewell  of  all  created  things. 

Tuesday y  June  3. — The  shortness  of  life,  and  the  certain- 
ty of  death,  take  oft  something  of  the  bitterness  of  some  af- 
flictions that  befall  us  in  life.  But  O  !  the  blessed  prospect 
of  an  eternity  of  glory,  and  that  almost  at  the  door,  may  make 
us  sing  through  the  whole  vale  of  woe  I 

Tuesday,  July  1. — To  be  guided  by  the  heavenly  counsel 
through  life,  and  afterward  received  to  glory,  makes  our 
pilgrimage  pleasant,  and  our  death  comfortable  ;  but  to  have 
the  creature  only  for  our  portion,  and  time  tu  measure  the 
duration  of  our  felicity,  gives  us  a  melancholy  life,  and  a 
miserable  latter  end  I 

Tuesday^  ^iug.  5. — Two  days  ago  I  was  seized  vvith  a 
looseness,  which  detained  me  from  cur  sacrament ;  and  ev- 
ery attack,  however  trifling,  is  a  forerunner  of  the  grand  at- 
tack, which  shall  end  in  death.  And  thus  I  am  reproved  for 
not  improving,  and  highly  esteeming,  former  opportunities  ; 
called  to  gratitude  for  so  many  opportunities,  and  for  such  a 
good  state  of  health  so  long  enjoyed  ;  and  admonished  to  em- 
brace every  opportunity  to  commemorate  my  Saviour's  death, 
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and  nourish  mj  own  soul ;  and,  finally,  to  go  about  everj 
duty  as  it  were  to  be  my  last.  Nor  can  I  say  how  soon  the 
time  may  come,  when  I  shall  be  no  more  able  to  attend  the 
public  ordinances.  But  here  is  a  counterbalance  to  all  that 
can  happen  in  time,  that  it  cannot  be  very  long  till  I  shall 
worship  day  and  night  in  his  temple;  and,  being  fixed  as  a 
pillar  there,  shall  go  no  more  out. 

Sept.  7.^-My  heart  this  day  is  filled  with  gratitude  to  my 
Divine  Preserver  ;  and  when  a  few  days  more  are  given,  how 
.should  they  be  spent  in  preparation  for  deaih,  and  improve- 
ment for  heaven  !  Two  days  ago  I  received  a  kick  from  my 
horse,  which  had  very  near  proved  fatal ;  but  he  keepeth  all 
my  bones,  that  not  one  of  them  is  broken. 

October.— He  that  gives  his  people  an  easy  death,  can  bring 
them  in  safety  through  all  the  storms  and  tempests  of  life  ; 
for  in  the  roaring  of  the  sea  he  rules,  and  stills  the  swelling 
waves. 

Tnesday,  Oct.  7. — Afflictions,  uncommon  and  trying  aiRic- 
iions,  may  do  us  much  good,  by  loosening  us  from  the  world, 
and  making  us  welcome  the  hour  of  our  departure.  It  gives 
me  some  comfort,  that  my  journey  through  the  howling  wil- 
derness, the  thorny  path  of  life,  is  another  month  shorter,  and 
that  I  shall  shortly  reach  the  promised  land. 

Oct.  24.— Though  1  should  not  wish  for  death  out  of  a  fit 
of  discontent,  or  for  heaven  only  because  greatly  afilicted  on 
earth,  yet  when  surrounded  with  distressing  spectacles  of 
sin,  when  griefs,  heart-piercing  griefs,  pour  in  on  every  hand; 
when  persons  we  are  interested  in  seem  under  the  dominion 
of  Satan,  and  afflictions,  like  waves  of  the  sea,  dash  on  us 
from  every  quarter,  then  the  faith  of  the  eternal  enjoyment 
of  God  will  support  the  soul  under  all. 

Tuesday,  Bee.  2. — To  what  purpose  is  lorglife,  unless  we 
live  to  God,  and  do  good  in  our  generation?  O  I  with  what 
awful  wastes  of  time  do  I  charge  myself  I  0  to  work  hard 
in  the  evening  of  my  life,  for  the  night  is  fast  approaching, 
wherein  no  man  can  work.  Die  we  young,  or  die  we  old,  no- 
thing should  be  left  for  a  death-bed,'but  to  die.  The  experi- 
ence of  thousands  confirms  thi?.  And  to  be  prepared  for 
death  like  a  Christian,  (but  O  how  little  is  this  thought  of, 
and  sought  after.')  is  a  nobler  attainment  than  the  conquest 
of  kingdoms,  or  the  dominion  of  the  universe. 

Fridau,  Jan.  2,  1795. — Yesterday,  being  the  first  day  of 
the  year,  my  neighbour  of  long  standing  was  removed  by 
death.  We  all  expected  the  event,  but  it  is  a  change  that 
baffles  description,  and  exceeds  all  our  conception.    Latelj 
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he  had  none  around  him  but  friends  and  acquaintances,  now 
he  minjrles  with  an  immortal  and  innumerable  multitude. 
From  the  midst  of  all  his  temporal  concerns,  he  is  earned  to 
the  tribunal  of  the  great  God,  to  have  his  state  fixed  for  eter- 
nity ;  and  O  the  wonders  that  must  rise  around  him  Y^'J^^^ed 
he  "wished  to  meet  death,  as  conquered  by  his  Saviour's  death; 
and  no  other  way  can  we  look  this  king  of  terrors  m  the 

Tiiesdaijy  Jan.  6.— The  mercy  that  has  sunported  me  sa 
long  should  be  the  burden  of  my  song,  and  the  support  ot 
my  hoar-hairs.  And  though  the  dead  cannot  praise  thee 
among  tbe  living  here,  yet  the  soul  of  a  departed  saint  can 
praise  thee  better  than  below  ;  can  praise  thee  with  fulj  bent 
of  soul,  with  every  power  enlarged  and  elevated,  without 
sinning  and  without  ceasing.  The  men  of  this  world  make 
a  figure  in  the  things  of  time  ;  but  when  I  look  into  tternity, 
I  find  a  terrible  reverse  of  circumstances.  The  most  afflict- 
ed saint  is  happy  above  conception,  the  most  aggrandized 
sinner  is  miserable  beyond  description  !  What  then  are  a 
few  moments  of  sorrow  to  an  eternity  of  communion  with 
God  and  the  Lamb ! 

Tuesday  Feb.  3.— This  day,  oppressed  with  a  great  cold, 
I  find  mv  lungs  stifled,  and  not  able  to  perform  their  func- 
tions with  ease  as  fm-merly.  But,  alas  .'  while  I  am  thus  ad- 
monished of  my  departure,  how  do  I  cleave  to  life,  and  lo.ng 
to  continue  my  pilgrimage  below  !  But  though  thirty  years 
preparation  for  death  cannot  make  willing  at  every  tim.e  to 
die,  yet  strength  in  time  of  need,  and  grace  for  a  dying  hour, 
will  make  death  easv  at  last. 

Wednesday,  March  4.— From  a  most  dangerous  situation, 
in  which  I  continued  for  two  or  three  weeks,  I  am  nowgj^eat- 
}y  recovered  ;  but  I  am  ashamed  before  my  heavenly  Fath- 
er, that  I  should  in  the  least  dispute  his  holy  will.  0  how 
rich  is  his  grace,  and  how  tender  his  love  !  He  has  kindly 
restored  me  to  health  ;  may  1  never  forget  my  resolutions, 
nor  for  what  I  wished  to  live  a  little  longer.  I  see  that  past 
attainments  can  do  nothing  in  new  difficulties.  I  must  daily 
and  hourly  receive  grace  from  Christ  for  what  I  may  be  dai- 
ly and  hourly  called  to. 

Tuesday,  Jipril  7.— When  good  Kezekiah  was  in  the  near 
prospect  of  his  dissolution,  he  turns  his  face  from  all  his  cour- 
tiers, and  towards  the  wall ;  so,  in  view  of  my  departure,  I 
should  bid  farewell  to  all,  not  only  to  my  acquaintance,  but 
to  my  nearest  connections,  to  the  wife  of  my  bosom,  and  the 
children  of  mine  own  bowels.    And  while  1  foresee  a  sepa- 


92 


MONTHLY   MEMORIAL. 


ration  among  all  these,  I  from  them,  or  they  from  me,  may  I 
have  an  interest  in  the  best  ot  friends,  from  whom  even  death 
shall  not  separate  me  ! 

Birth-day,  May  30.— This  day  I  acknowledge  the  good- 
ness ot  God  that  has  preserved  me  so  long  alive,  even  till  I 
am  old  and  grey-headed.  I  also  desire  to  look  on  myself  as 
on  the  brink  of  eternity,  and  that  I  must  soon  associate  with 
a  world  of  spirits;  but  while  my  connections  and  relations 
may  cause  me  sorrow  upon  sorrow,  not  one  of  all  the  hea- 
venly assembly  shall  cause  me  feel  the  least  pain. 

Thursday,  June  4.— I  am  admonished  of  my  departure  ev- 
ery day,  while  my  acquaintance,  and  all  younger  than  my- 
self, are  earned  off  the  stage.  A  moment  is  little  to  a  year, 
but  sixty  or  seventy  years  are  less  to  eternitv.  While  I  am ' 
in  the  valley  of  tears,  it  is  much  that  I  am  not  always  mourn- 
ing, but  have  now  and  then  a  song  in  my  mouth,  while  Pro- 
vidence deals  kindly,  and  a  gracious  God  prevents  my  fears. 

Tuesday,  Aug,  4.-~The  fear  of  natural  death  has  been  dis- 
tressing to  some  who  were  ripe  for  glory,  and  panting  for 
God  ;  but  he  v/ho  takes  away  the  sting  of  death,  can  support 
under  the  pangs  of  dissolution  ;  and  though  i\\e.  battle  should 
be  sore,  it  will  be  but  short,  and  the  faith  of  victory  may 
well  support  the  combatant.  But,  above  all  things,  havin** 
such  a  second  on  my  side,  from  whose  love  death  ?annotset 
parate,  may  fill  me  with  Christian  courage  in  my  last  con- 
nict. 

^   Tuesday,  Sept.  1.— Death  closes  the  campaign  to  the  so!- 
mer,  and  even  sets  the  Christian  at  eternal  rest  from  all  his 
loes  and  all  his  fears  ;  so  that  this  king  of  terrors,  under  the- 
direction  of  the  kingof  glorv,  is  the  Christian's  best  friend. 

luesday,  Oct,  6.— The  Governor  of  heaven  has  been  pleas- 
ed to  bestow  summer-days  on  the  end  of  harvest  this  season, 
which  IS  an  uncommon  kindness.  So  when  death,  which  is 
commonly  a  day  of  trouble  and  distress,  a  day  of  clouds  and 
thick  darkness,  comes  upon  me,  who  can  tell  but  my  kind 
Lord  may  make  my  day  bright  with  his  heavenlv  beams,  and 
so  shed  his  love  abroad  in  my  heart,  that  I  shall  walk  sing- 
ing in  the  solitary  vale,  and  shout,  «  O  death  !  where  is  thy 
sting  ?  O  grave  I  where  is  thy  victory  ?" 

Tuesday,  J)ec.  1.— How  many  persons  die  that  never  have 
one  serious  thought  of  death  !  But  a  leap  in  the  dark  here 
is  dreadful,  and  to  die  in  uncertainty  is  trulv  terrible!  A 
strong  faith  in  him  who  can  forgive  all  my  sms,  who  is  the 
resurrection  and  the  life,  and  who  can  take  away  the  sting 
of  death,  only  can  support  me  in  prospect  of  death,  judgment, 
and  eternity.  ® 
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Tuesday,  March  1,  1796. — Well  may  the  grave  be  called 
the  landof  forgetfuhiess;  how  soon  are  our  near  neighbours 
and  flear  relations  forgot  I  but  no  matter;  they  are  happy 
in  the  company  they  enjoy,  and  in  the  communion  they 
maintain  with  God  in  Christ  Jesus  forever. 

Tuesday,  Ayril  5. — Threescore  and  ten  years  measure 
the  life  ofold  men,  (for  millions  die  before) ;  then,  how  few 
years  do  I  want  of  that  number/  while  another  inspired 
penman  forbids  me  to  boast  of  to-morrow,  because  I  know 
not  what  a  day  may  brin^g  forth!  Then,  1  see  that  eternity 
is  at  hand  I  But  how  happy  if  death  delivers  me  from  all 
evil,  from  sin,  and  from  Satan,  and  puts  me  in  possession  of 
heavenly  glories,  and  eternal  communion  with  God  ! 

Birth-day,  May  cT0. — This  day  again  I  acknowledge  the 
divine  kindness,  that  has  preserved  me  so  long  in  being ; 
and  I  desire  to  fix  it  in  my  mind,  that  the  time  of  my  depar- 
ture cannot  be  far  away.  0  that  I  may  walk  as  an  heir  of 
heaven,  as  a  candidate  for  glory  !  I  commit  all  my  con- 
cerns to  him  who  is  the  1  ving  God,  when  I  am  no  more. — 
And  I  approve  of  his  ail-wise  providence  with  respect  to 
the  time  and  manner  of  my  death. 

Tuesday,  June?. — Like  Isaac,  I  may  say,  "I  am  old,  and 
know  not^  the  day  of  my  death  ;"  but,  like  Job,  I  will  say, 
"All  the  days  of  my  appointed  time  will  I  w^ait,  till  ray 
change  come."  0  to  be  meditating  more  on  the  heavenly 
state,  on  the  glories  of  the  unseen  world,  as  I  must  soon 
take  farewell  of  this  I 

July  11. — It  has  pleased  Heaven  to  increase  my  family, 
and  I  plead  that  he  may  put  them  all  among  his  children, 
and  give  them  the  Spirit  of  adoption,  whereby  they  may 
cry,  Abba,  Father.  They  may  soon  lose  their  earthly,  but 
they  can  never  lose  their' heavenly  Father;  and  that  is  my 
comfort. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  6. — Is  it  possible,  that  the  nearer  I  ap- 
proach to  death,  death  should  be  more  seldom  in  my  view, 
a  future  ?,tate  more  seldom  in  my  meditations?  In  a  little 
I  must  bid  a  final  farewell  to  the  whole  creation,  and  enter 
on  my  eternal  state ;  and  0  what  trifles  are  all  the  affairs 
of  life  compared  to  this  ! 

Tuesday,  Oct.  4. — Were  I  in  a  right  frame,  I  would  long 
for  the  day  of  my  departure  from  vexation  and  vanity,  from 
disappointment  and  pain,  in  a  word,  from  temptation  and 
sin  ;  yes,  and  long  for  my  arrival  at  ray  Father's  house,  and 
for  my  entering  on  the  enjoyment  of  all  divine  blessings, 
even  oa  eternal  communion  with  God .' 
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Tuesday,  JS^ov.  1,— For  a  lonj^  time  I  have  believed  tliat  t 
might  die,  but  henceforth  I  wish  to  believe  that  t  must  die. 
He  that  is  arrived  at  threescore  and  six,  does  nol  want  much 
of  fourscore,  but  less  of  threescore  and  ten. 

Tuesday,  Dec.  6. — When  attacked  \vit!i  any  complaint 
that  seems  to  bring  death  along,  wliy  am  I  unwilling  to  de- 
part? I  desire  to  put  death  and  li^e  into  thy  hand,  and  to 
say  Amen  to  all  that  thou  do^t.  "Bjt  if  the  lengthening  of 
my  life  may  advance  thy  declarative  glory,  besides  my  other 
views  as  apparent,  with  submission  I  would  plead  for  it. 

Tuesdayy  Jan.  10,  1/97. — For  some  time  past  1  have  had 
a  near  interview  with  death,  and  it  is  serious  work  to  die, 
but  I  know  in  whom  I  have  believed  ;  yet,  in  view  of  pre- 
paring some  things  fnr  the  press,  and  for  the  sake  of  my 
young  family,  I  have  implored  my  heavenly  Father  to  spare 
me  a  little;  but  I  wish  to  be  resigneJ  to  his  conduct  that 
cannot  err,  and  whose  love  will  give  what  is  gooi,!.  Hence- 
forth, I  wish  to  be  crucifted  to  t\\Q  worl  1,  and  the  world  to 
me,  and  henceforth  tolo>k  upon  myself,  by  tliis  dangerous 
complaint  in  my  lungs,  like  a  tenant  that  has  got  a  summons 
ofremova-,  so  that  nothing  remains  but  to  be  finally  cast 
out.  As  afflictions  sometimes  come  not  alone,  so  five  chil- 
dren had  the  measles  almost  at  once  ;  so  mercies  come  not 
alone,  for  these  children  are  all  recovered.  What  shall  I 
render  to  his  name! 

Tuesdayy  Feb.  7. — Though  my  recovery  be  slow,  yet  this 
day  I  am  much  better,  and  am  goitig  abroad  again.  May  I 
never  forget  this  long  lesson  of  mortality,  but  walk  like  an 
expectant  of  a  blessed  immortality,  all  my  short  life. 

Tuesday,  March  7. — v)ur  youngest  child  for  some  weeks 
past  has  been  getting  teeth,  and  seized  with  a  fever;  and 
though  so;netimes  a  little  better,  yet  the  fever  returned,  and 
cut  her  oft'.  Yesterday  she  was  interred.  On  recollection, 
1  find  that  the  spring  has  been  a  seed-time  of  sorrow  to  me. 
For  in  the  beginning  of  this  month,  twenty-seven  years  ago, 
died  my  sister  Margaret ;  and  iu  the  beginning  of  the  same 
month,  my  daughter  Margaret  is  mingled  with  the  dead. — 
Here  sovereignty  shines ;  1  am  spared  to  many  years,  my 
pleasant  infant  is  taken  away.  In  a  little  it  will  be  eterni- 
ty with  us  all,  so  that  survivors  have  little  cause  either  to 
boasr  or  to  mourn.  O'lr  best  wisdom  will  be,  to  hold  a 
loose  gripe  of  ewery  comfort  that  can  perish,  and  to  fasten 
our  gripes  of  eternal  thmgs.  The  more  v^e  have  our  con- 
versation in  heaven,  the  less  will  the  changes  of  time  db- 
ti'ess  us. 
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Tuesdai/t  JpH^^l  am  still  kept  in  the  furnace,  and 
have  often  ft*glse^and  though  still  walking  about,  yet, 
when  I  walSpjMKdistance,  lam  greatly  fatii^ued.  On  the 
one  hand,  I  wmrm  wish  to  be  resigned  to  death,  if  appoint- 
ed at  this  time,  and  would  commit  all  my  cares  and  con- 
cerns into  my  heavenly  Father's  iiantl,  who  does  all  things 
well.  On  the  other  hand,  as  there  is  no  remembrance  of 
God  in  death,  nor  can  those  that  lie  in  their  grave  praise 
him  among  the  children  of  men,  I  would  fain  exalt  his  name 
among  my  fellow-creatures,  ere  I  2;o  hence  and  be  no  more. 
But  as  I  cannot  judge  for  myself,  so  I  desire  not  to  chuse 
for  myself,  but  to  commit  the  whole  matter  to  mv  gracious- 
God. 

Jpril  29. — For  a  fortnight  I  have  been  better  than  at  any 
period  since  I  fell  ill :  AVhat  shall  I  render  to  the  Lord  for 
all  his  kindness  to  me.'  But  while  I  am  spared,  my  ac- 
quaintance is  called  hence  in  the  morning  ^^atch.  He  goes 
to  his  bed  in  his  usual  valetudinary  state,  but  he  awakes 
with  spirits,  and  in  the  invisible  world.  He  gets  no  time 
to  give  a  patting  advice,  and  departs  without  a  spectator. 

Birth  dai/,  May  30. — Those  who  observe  their  birth-day 
only  by  feasting,  \\henit  happens  on  the  Lord's  day,  must, 
for  common  decency,  defer  it  till  Monday;  but  the  child  of 
God,  tlie  expectant'(d' glory,  may,  on  this  holy  dny,  have  a 
spiritual  feast,  and  bless  God  for  his  loving-kindness,  that 
has  followed  him,  like  Israel's  stream  in  the  wilderness,  for 
threescore  and  seven  years.  0  now  to  be  willing  and  rea- 
dy to  leave  the  desart,  and  to  enter  into  the  heavenly  Ca- 
naan, and  the  eternal  enjoyment  of  God  and  the  Lamb.' 

Tuesday,  June  6. — How  soon  are  dead  friends  forgot ! 
but  my  divine  Redeemer  will  not  forsak^^  me  in  rieath,  will 
not  forsake  me  in  the  grave,  but  will,  at  the  great  day,  come 
and  call  me  home  to  his  kingdom  and  glory;  and  death  shall 
make  no  inroads  into  the  heavenly  feim  ly. 

Tuesday,  July  4. — Already  the  day  begins  to  shorten, 
and  sumnjei  flies  away, — emblem  of  mine  own  decline;  but 
what  a  sweet  scene,  what  a  biig.t  psospect,  opens  on  the 
back  of  death  !  complete  deliverance  from  a  worldly  mind, 
from  all  sin,  temptation,  and  sorrow,  from  pain  and  death, 
jjnd  full  communion  with  G<'d  and  the  Lamb  evermore  ! 

Tuesday,  Aug.  1. — I  find  myself  a  dying  creature,  1  car- 
ry disease  in  my  bouy  ;  O  to  prepare  for  my  departure,  and 
to  improve  ail  ray  time  for  thy  glory,  and  the  good  of  souls/ 
I  wish  to  have  mine  anchor  within  the  vail,  and  then  shall 
I  be  safe  in  spite  of  ail  the  storms  and  tempests  that  can 
blow  J 
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Tuesdaij,  Oct.  S. — Alas  /  how  seldoni^HHJK.on  death  I 
how  little  do  I  prepare  for  mj  latter  enu  l^^w^et  I  walk 
on  the  verge  of  the  grave,  on  the  bordeMHpPlternitj. — 
There  is  no  folly  like  spiritual  follj ;  but  it'i?  high  time  for 
me  now  to  be  wise,  and  to  prepare  for  my  Approaching 
change.  ^ 

Tuesday,  JSTov,  7. — Our  acquaintance,  if  gathered  togeth- 
er, would  be  a  great  multitude,  but  nothing  to  the  general 
assembly  and  church  of  the  first-born,  which  the  saints 
join  immediately  after  death.  At  death  I  must  leave  my 
family,  and  lose  my  friends  ;  but  I  shall  sustain  no  loss,  for 
I  shall  join  the  heavenly,  and  find  myself  in  a  world  of 
friends. 

Tuesday,  Bee.  1. — As  I  am  far  advanced  in  life,  I  would 
wish  to  be  like  one  of  those  faithful  servants,  who  with 
loins  girded,  and  lights  burning,  wait  their  Lord's  return 
from  the  wedding,  that  when  he  knocks  they  may  open  to 
him  immediately.  So  would  I  wish,  v/hen  death  comes,  to 
be  both  ready  and  v/illing  to  die. 

Wednesday,  Ja«.3,  1798.— May  I  never  forget  that  I  am 
walking  on  tne  brink  of  the  grave,  on  the  borders  of  the  in- 
visible world  ;  and  O  how  near  was  I  to  eternity  three 
weeks  ago,  when  thrown  from  my  horse .'  I  had  my  collar- 
bone broken,  and  my  side  bruised  ;  it  was  a  kind  providence 
that  my  skull  was  not  fractured,  or  I  killed  outright.  I 
have  been  confined  to  my  room,  but  am  now  much  better  ; 
and  even  in  my  distre^ss  I  have  had  kind  pro\idences  to  re-- 
mark. Henceforth,  may  I  improve  time  in  view  of  eterni- 
ty; and  whatsoever  my  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  all 
my  might,  for  there  is  neither  work  nor  device  in  the  silent 
grave,  widcher  I  o;o. 

Friday,  Feb.  6. — 1  have  had  so  much  trouble  on  my  body 
lately  as  might  give  nie  views  of  approaching  dissolution  ; 
and  nothing  can  be  more  fir  for  me  than  to  review  my  evi- 
dences for  heaven;  but  whatever  clouds  may  overshadow 
me,  upon  this  rock  will  {  sit  down,  "Whosoever  cometh 
to  me,  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out."  Fuus  snail  1  be  safe  in 
the  trials  of  life,  safe  in  the  jaws  of  death,  and  safe  through 
the  ages  of  eternity. 

Tuesday,  Jiprit  3, — As  I  am  walking  on  the  brink  of  the 
inyi&ible  world,  and  know  nut  how  soon  I  mu^t  eater  in,  to 
think  of  that  state,  su  awful  and  uiikfiown,  is  a  distressing 
thought.  ,  But  he  that  is  my  God,  my  Guide,  njy  Portion, 
and  my  Comforter  here,  will  be  my  God,  my  Guide,  my 
Portion,  and  my  Comforter  there;  furl  may  change   my 
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place  but  not  my  company.    "Wherever  T  am,  I  am   still 
with  thee,  whether  on  thy  footstool,  or  at  thy  throne. 

Tuesday,  June  5. — I  need  not  go  abroad  the  v;orId,  to 
the  death  of  my  fellow-creatures,  to  seek  admonitions  to 
expect  and  prepare  for  death,  since  in  mine  own  frailty  I 
have  a  daily  monitor  of  my  approaching  end.  If  I  go  up 
hill  or  up  stairs,  my  throbbing  breast  says  to  me,  that  I  must 
shortly  go  down  to  the  chambers  of  death. 

Tuesday  Oct.  2. — I  feel  my  strength^'fail,  I  feel  my  frail- 
ty increase,  and  yet  how  difficult  to  have  a  belief  of  death 
in  my  mind  !  It  is  easy  to  confess  with  the  lip  that  I  am 
mortal,  but  does  this  belief  run  through  my  conversation, 
and  wean  me  from  the  whole  creation  ? 

Tuesday,  jy*ov.  6. — Many  an  interview  have  I  had  with 
the  king  of  terrors,  but  now  we  seem  to  come  to  close  quar- 
ters ;  1  find  my  natural  strength  greatly  gone,  and  disease 
attacking  my  lungs.  This  is  like  engaging  with  the  van  of 
the  enemy,  and  none  can  say  how  soon  the  main  body  may 
be  upon  me.  The  conflict  may  be  sore,  but  the  victory 
shall  be  sweet ;  and  though  the  river  be  rapid,  and  the  pas- 
sage boisterous,  yet  the  land  of  promise  is  on  the  other  side. 
Tuesday,  Dec.  4. — Now  when  in  the  decline  of  life,  and 
in  prospect  of  approaching  dissolution,  what  an  unspeaka- 
ble privelege.  is  an  interest  in  Jesus  /  The  friendship  and 
company  of  the  great  is  always  trifling,  sometimes  sinful  ; 
but  this  friendship  is  light  in  darkness,  and  life  in  death. 

^-^. — When  I  began  these  thoughts  more  than  thirty 
years  a^o,  death  and  I  might  be  said  to  be  like  two  enemies 
on  the  field  of  battle,  uncertain  when  they  would  engage  ; 
but  now,  every  thing  considered,  we  may  be  said  to  be  like 
two  armies  just  shouting  for  the  battle. 

A  father  calls  home  his  son,  whom  he  finds  engaged  in 
some  favourite  play  with  his  young  companions,  dear  to  him 
from  their  infancy  ;  the  boy  obeys ;  but  comes  away  grum- 
bling and  murmuring  at  his  father's  call ;  but  he  no  sooner 
is  entered  into  the  house,  than  he  is  dressed  in  a  fine  new 
suit  of  cloathes  highly  to  his  taste  ;  and  he  learns  that  there 
is  to  be  a  vast  concourse  of  friends,  for  whom  is  provided  a 
sumptuous  feast  :  and  that  there  is  to  be  m.usic,  and  every 
thing  grand  at  this  banquet,  where  he  is  to  be  admitted  a 
guest.  His  thoughts  run  all  in  another  channel.  He  chides 
himself  for  murmuring  at  his  father's  call,  and  blesses  the 
voice  that  called  him  away.  Just  so,  when  I  am  called  into 
the  invisible  world,  I  shall  be  cloathed  with  the  white  linen 
of  Chri^ts  righteousness,  with  the  garments  of  glory.   I  «!;ail 
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Join  the  general  assembly  and  church  of  the  first-born,  sit 
down  to  the  marriage  supper  of  the  Lamb,  and  hear  the 
song  of  songs  above.  Then  shall  I  be  dead  to  all  concern 
with  the  affairs  of  this  life;  to  the  endearments  of  friends ; 
to  the  relations  of  husband  and  parent ;  and  wholly  taken 
up  with  that  high,  that  eternal  state. 

Tuesday  Jan.  1,  1799. — I  am  favoured  with  the  dawn  of 
another  day,  with  the  first  day  of  another  year  ;  but  how 
soon  the  shadovvs  of  the  evening  'jmay.  fall  on  me,  I  can- 
not say:  but  let  me  walk  in  the  light  of  thy  countenance, 
and  the  darkness  of  death  shall  not  terrify  me. 

14.— The  disorder  that  formerly  attacked  my  lungs,  and 
for  some  time  past  made  me  quite  out  of  breath  by  walking 
a  short  way,  is  this  day  greatly  gone  !  What  shall  I  render 
to  my  heavenly  physician  ? 

Wednesday,  Feb.  6.— The  great  mistake  I  and  many  of  my 
fellow-creatures  fall  into,  is  thinking  this  world  our  home, 
and  that  death  is  a  castiiig  us  out  of  our  dear  home  into  a 
foreign  and  unknown  land;  whereas,  we  should  look  on 
ourselves  as  sojourners  and  pilgrims,  travelling  through  a 
wilderness  to  our  native  country.  Then,  we  should  not 
always  look  on  death  with  a  fallen  countenance,  but  with  a 
cheerful  face. 

May  7. — If  I  find  delight  in  visiting  a  select  company  of 
friends,  surely  no  where  have  1  more  or  better  friends,  than 
in  the  invisible  world  :  There  have  1  beloved  acquaintances 
and  companions,  dear  brothers  and  sisters,  my  honoured  pa- 
rents, the  children  of  mine  own  bowels,  and  t'r.e  beloved  wife 
of  my  bosom.  Now,  immediately  on  my  entering  on  that 
state,  I  shall  have  the  sweetest  fellowship  with  them,  being 
delivered  from  all  sin,  and  raised  above  all  infirmity. 

Birth-day,  May,  SO — My  birth-day  brought  me  into  this 
world,  but  the  day  of  death  will  be  my  better  birth-day  into 
a^more  noble  world,  more  noble  society,  and  more  noble  em- 
ployment. 

2nesday,Jmie  4.— What  majestic  ard  glorious  prospects 

shall  open  to  me  on  the  back  of  death,  1  cannot   tell  ;  but 

they  are  ail  summed  up  and  included  in  this,  I  shall  see  God. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  3. — I  should  go  about  the  aliuirsofmy 
family,  the  duties  of  my  station,  and  the  concerns  of  this  life 
as  the  children  of  Israel  did  eat  the  first  passover  in  Egypt, 
with  my  loins  girded,  and  the  statf  in  mine  hand,  ready  to 
commence  my  journey  at  all  times,  being  assured  that  tl)o 
command  will  shortly  come.  And  with  what  joy  may  I 
look  forward  to  my  departure,  since  T  ^'lall  not,  like  then?. 
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travel  to  a  Red  Sea,  or  to  a  waste  aad  howling  wilderness, 
but  to  the  land  of  promise,  the  heavenly  Canaan,  the  par- 
adise of  God  ! 

Tuesday,  Oct.  1. — t  am  now  so  far  advanced  in  life,  that 
I  should  expect  death  to  attend  every  indisposition  ;  but  let 
me  commit  the  hour  of  my  departure,  as  well  as  the  salva- 
tion of  my  soul,  to  God.  To  be  habitually  prepared  for 
death,  and  willing  to  be  gone  at  any  time,  will  not  bring  my 
removal  a  moment  sooner  ;  but  when  it  comes,  will  make  it 
comfortable  and  easy. 

Tuesdcuj,  JVuf.  5. — How  kind  is  God  to  his  people,  that 
Arhen  the  world  is  of  little  comfort  to  them,  and  they  of  lit- 
tle use  in  the  world,  he  takes  them  to  himself;  and  in  the 
mean  time,  compass  them  about  with  his  favour  as  with  a 
shield  !  Ilovy-  svveet  to  a  person  whose  brow  is  full  of  wrin- 
kles, and  whose  hairs  are  grey,  should  that  promise  be, 
'•Even  to  your  old  age  I  am  he,  and  even  to  your  hoar-hairs 
will  I  carry  you  !" 

Tuesday,  Bee.  ^. — This  day  T  have  so  much  trouble  on 
my  body,  as  may  convince  me  that  I  am  a  dying  creature  ; 
and  to  my  gracious  Redeemer  I  commit  the  time  of  my  de- 
parhire,  vvheliier  the  prcGjnt  distress  shall  issue  in  death, 
or  if  he  sliall  be  pleased  to  add  a  little  to  my  life  ;  but  while 
I  live,  let  me  never  be  ashamed  of  being  on  the  side  of  hea^ 
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THE  STATE  OF  THE  SOUL' 


Plymouth,  Sept  14.  1760. 

Nothing  is  more  incumbent  on  a  Christian  than  to 
inake  his  calling  and  election  sure  ;  and  when  this  is  cleared 
up,  nothing  can  be  a  greater  comfort ;  and  every  man  should 
trj  his  state,  and  walk  accoruinglj,  even  hold  what  he  has 
attained,  or  reach  forward  to  apprehend  what  he  has  not  yet 
apprehended. 

Shcuid  I  be  ^^httil^e'l  iC  COnf«S  to  Goil  the  great  things  he 
has  done  for  me,  at  which  I  am  astonished  ?  but  let  the  praise 
be  only  his.  However  I  have  gone  after  vanities,  yet  I  can, 
through  grace,  say  with  the  psalmist.  None  for  me  but  God  ; 
heaven  and  earth  are  shaddws  without  him,  but  he  is  my  por- 
tion, and  my  all ;  I  love  him  for  himself,  for  his  holiness,  for 
his  love  ;  I  set  nothing  above  him,  I  seek  nothing  beside  him, 
but  count  God  reconciled  in  Christ  a  treasure  sufficient  to 
enrich  eternity  itself.  All  my  fear  is  lest  I  offend  him,  all 
my  desire  is  to  please  him,  all  my  ambition  is  to  be  like  him. 
I  dispute  not  his  will,  I  repine  not  at  his  providence ;  foi* 
when  repinings  arise,  as  too  oft  they  do,  I  represent  to  my- 
self his  love,  his  v»isdom,  his  promise  ;  whence  I  infer,  that  he 
cannot  order  wroiig  for  me.  True,  I  daily  fail;  but  I  daily 
bewail  myself,  and  daily  dip  myself  in  the  fountain  opened 
for  sin  and  tor  uncleanness. 

My  graceless  companions  are  my  daily  grief,  and  I  bewail 
over  those  to  God,  who  never  bewail  themselves.  1  shun 
the  company  of  the  wicked,  and  where  necessarily  cast  into 
it,  1  am  uneasy  all  the  while.  1  esteem  the  saints  very  high- 
ly, even  the  excellent  ones  of  the  earth.     Prayer  is  my  dai- 
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\y  exercise  ;  arid  though  too  oft  formal  and  full  of  de«trac* 
tions,  yet  it  is  the  joy  of  my  soul.  I  make  the  sins  of  the 
land  my  burden,  and  the  sins  of  the  whole  world  my  con- 
cern. Jews  and  Pagans,  deluded  Turks  and  Papists,  have 
apart  in  my  supplications,  and  all  the  churches  of  the  Re- 
formation in  my  prayers.  When  religion  suffers,  1  burn ; 
when  it  triumphs,  I  rejoice.  1  have  not  an  enemy  in  the  whole 
world  but  I  desire  to  forgive,  as  I  expect  to  be  forgiven.  The 
rising  generation  dwells  on  my  mind,  and  I  plead  with  God 
in  their  behalf.  Above  all  things  in  the  world,  were  I  quar- 
lifted,  I  would  fain  serve  God  in  the  gospel  of  his  son.  0  I  I 
esteem  it  more  to  win  one  soul  from  hell,  than  to  sway  the 
sceptre  of  the  universe.  I  dare  not  seek  learning  now,  though 
I  have  done  it  too  long,  to  be  learned,  but  to  be  useful.  I 
dare  not  cherish  vain  schemes  about  future  times,  but  com- 
mit my  lot  to  God.  I  count  that  day  idly  spent,  wherein  I 
have  not  some  divine  meditations.  I  rejoice  in  hope  of  the 
glory  of  God,  and  wait  for  Christ  from  heaven.  I  count  the 
Sabbath  a  delight,  the  holy  of  the  I.ord,  and  honourable.  I 
have  joy  in  believing  on  the  unseen  Christ,  whom  the  highest 
heavens  contain  till  the  restitution  of  all  things.  I  have  had 
a  turbulent  spirit  often,  when  misused  as  I  thought;  but  now 
I  desire  to  bear  down  pride  and  self-conceit,  to  overlook  re- 
proaches, forget  affronts,  and  forgive  injuries.  When  I  awake 
in  the  morninp,  I  am  vvith  thee,  and  my  meditation  of  the 
Most  High  affords  me  sweet  thoughts.  The  light  of  thy  coun- 
tenance makes  me  exceeding  glad,  and  gives  me  greater  joy 
than  those  whose  corn  and  wine  increase.  Some  sins,  I  con- 
fess, more  easily  beset  me  than  others,  but  the-.e  I  desire  to 
guard  against;  and  I  allow  not  myself  in  any  known  sin. 
Hence  I  see,  that  what  I  am,  I  am  by  grace,  and  not  by  na- 
ture. But  my  daily  vain  thoughts  and  errors  vvho  can  under- 
stand, for  they  are  innumerable?  yet  my  daily  complaint  is 
against  them,  *'0  v.  ho  shall  deliver  me  from  tiiis  body  of 
death  r"  and  my  continual  struggle  is  to  oppose  them. 

As  to  manifestatinnb,  I  clare  ifot  build  on  then>;  but  on  the 
solid  promise*,  which  in  Christ  are  yea  and  arum  ;  yet  do  I 
desire  to  walk  always  widi  him,  and  in  tue  iio'u  ufhis  coun- 
tenance to  go  on  rejoicing,  and  mourn  when  Igo  without  the 
sun.  My  daily  fear  is,  that  I  am  growing  worse,  and  not  bet- 
ter, going  backward,  and  not  forward  ;  and  my  cry  is,  O  that 
it  were  with  me  as  in  months  past,  as  in  former  tmies  !  I  de-- 
sire  to  rejoice  in  the  gifts  and  graces  of  others,  as  if  they 
were  mine  own,  and  not  to  have  an  evil  eye,  because  God  is 
good,  and  gives  others  more  than  me. 

t  <^ 
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Of  all  changes,  death  is  the  most  shocidng;  of  all  trials, 
judgment  is  the  most  tremendous;  of  all  states,  t'.e  oih^^r 
Vorld  is  most  unknown  :  jet  let  my  sou!  bless  his  iiime  for 
ever,  when  I  have  seemed  in  the  arms  of  death  hv  sickness, 
I  could,  with  a  sound  mind  and  unshaken  faith,  knowing  in 
whom  T  had  believed,  say  with  the  psalmist,  "Into  thy  hands 
I  commit  my  spirit,  0  God  of  truth  !  who  hast  redeemed 
me."  And  when  an  event  happened  in  the  heat  of  an  en- 
gagement, v.hich  made  me  think  that  I  s'ouldgo  to  the  deep 
in  a  moment,  with  a  serenity  of  mind  which  yet  refreshes  me, 
I  commended  my  soul  into  his  hand,  in  view  of  passing  into 
the  world  of  spirits. 

SepL2A.17ho. — Alas  I  I  have  sometimes  odd  thoughts 
arising  in  my  mind,  which  I  can  scarce  think  are  mine ;  but 
if  they  are  mine,  I  immediatelv  bewail  them,  and  myself  for 
them,  and  beg  butii  pardon  for  them,  and  preservation  from 
them  for  the  future;  and  if  they  are  injections  of  Satan, I 
strive  to  suppr?ss  them,  and  reject  them  with  all  haste,  as 
we  would  quenih  fire  without  delay;  and  sometimes  I  get 
them  smothered  in  their  formation,  praise  to  sovereign  grace! 
These  things  make  nie  humble,  and  a  daily  suppliant  to  free 
grace,  and  give  a  continued  ilem(jn;'tration  of  mine  own  abom- 
inable vileness,  O  I  wiiat  a  mass  of  hell  is  my  corrupt  na- 
ture, on  the  one  hand  ;  but  how  prevalent  is  true  grace  on 
the  other,  through  which  I  hope  I  can  say.  Thanks  be  to  God 
that  giveth  me  the  victory. 

Another  thing  I  condemn  myself  in  is,  a  too  great  delight 
in  the  creature,  and  having  pleasure  in  the  possession  of  any 
worldly  thing.  But  as  in  the  dav  of  adversity  I  am  to  con- 
sider, so  in  the  day  of  prosperity  I  not  only  may,  but  should 
be  joyful ;  so,  that  I  might  not  "err,  I  resolved  these  things  : 
1.  To  accept  every  blessing  with  a  cheerful  countenance,  and 
thankful  heart,  from  God.  2.  To  sec  that  my  thankfulness, 
both  to  God  and  my  feliow-crearures,  increases  with  the  in- 
crease of  worldly  good  tilings,  as  he  that  farms  much  land 
pays  more  than  he  that  farms  less.  3.  To  look  on  all  crea- 
ture-enjoyments as  common  mercies,  promiscuously  d^alt  t^ 
«aints  and  sinners,  of  which  the  last  have  often  the  largest 
share.  4.  To  aa  tl.eir  fleeting  nature  in  my  mind,  and  nei- 
ikher  boast  of,  nor  build  upon  tliem  ;  remembering;,  that  he 
who  was  one  of  the  greatest  men  of  the  east  to-day,-  was  a 
poor  naked  Job  to-morrow.  5.  Not  to  have  an  exceeding  joy 
in  any  thing  beside  Christ.  6.  And,  therefore,  to  hold  all 
things  as  it  were  at  a  moment's  warning,  even  friends  and 
i^ations,  which  are  the  dearest  of  worldly  enjoyments,  to  be 


•SKCRET    SURVE?.  lOS 

delivei-ed  back  at  his  call,  even  with  Job's  beiiedictioi],  "The 
Lord  ^ii\ e,  and  the  Lord  hath  takni  away,  blessed  be  the 
DAmp  ■}{  tiie  Lord."  7.  That  any  thing  which  may  ever  fall 
to  my  lot  in  the  vvorld,  tlirough  grace,  shall  no  way  justle  it- 
self itto  the  seat  of  God  in  my  soul,  or  take  off  my  medita- 
tion from  that  purchased  possession,  that  inlieritance  of  glo- 
ry which  fadeth  not  away.  8.  To  use  common  things  with 
Christian  caution,  an«l  as  one  that  must  answer  for  all  things 
in  the  day  of  judgment,  even  to  my  meat,  my  drink,  and  mine 
apparel/Thus  would  I  wish  to  u^e  the  world  as  not  abusing 
it,  because  the  time  is  short  till  I  am  no  more.  And  such  an 
one  should  be,  if  he  weep,  as  thtrngh  he  wept  not ;  if  he  re- 
j.iice,  as  though  he  rejoiced  not ;  and  if  he  buy,  as  tiiough  lie 
possessed  not. 

Jtsea,  south  lat.  26°.  Mcuj  21,  1761.— For  some  time  pasrt, 
though  the  iniquities  of  my  heels  have  been  many,  yet  God 
has  done  wonders  for  my  soul.  Grace  lives  within,  arul  there 
is  a  longing  kindled  in  my  breast,  that  I  hope  will  never 
abate  tlilT  s"ee  my  beloved  Yace  to  face.  The  sins  of  my  se- 
crecy cause  both  my  shame  and  sorrovv'  before  him  who  seeth 
in  secret ;  aiid  his  wonderful,  triumphant,  victorious  love,  (let 
every  saint  commend  it,  and  eternity  continue  the  encomi- 
um), that  will  not  be  provoked  to  depart  from  me,  increases 
my  grief  for  sin.  0  how  can  I  sin  against  his  goodness .'  how 
can  I  foriiet  his  love,  or  offend  his  holiness,  and  abuse  his  fa- 
therly kindness  !  I  desire  to  keep  conscience  always  awake, 
that  it  may  roar  aloud  against  my  sins,  and  give  me  no  rest, 
till,  by  fresh  acts  of  faith,  I  ap]dy  the  blood  of  him  that  speak- 
eth  better  things  than  that  of  Abel,  even  peace  to  them  that 
are  afar  off,  and  to  them  that  are  near. 

In  my  studies  I  find  a  dryness,  and  can  toil  hours  together 
on  an  Hebrew  Bible,  and  j^i,  while  only  seeking  the  mean- 
ing and  roots  of  words,  not  behold  the  beauties  in  the  oracles 
of  truth  :  and  this  is  a  misfortune  always  attending  the  young 
student,  or  studies  lately  begun.  But,  in  view  of  future  ad- 
vantage to  the  soul  or  the  church,  this  burden  is  to  be  borne, 
and  1  therefore  appoint  so  many  hours  for  such  studies,  and 
some  time  for  meditation  and  reading  on  other  su'-jects  or 
studies.  I  try  to  refresh  my  soul  by  spiritualising  the  sub- 
jects in  a  momentary  meditation  ;  but  O  how  happy  that  gol- 
den age  of  eternity,  when  God  and  Christ  shall  be  my  whole 
study,  and  not  one  distracting  thought  1 

Sept.  6,  1761.— As  the  traveller  Zionward  should  be  al- 
ways making  progress  on  his  journey,  so  s'aould  he  stiil  ex- 
amine his  state  for  the  present,  and  see  how  matters  stand 
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with  him.  In  like  manner,  I  should  ask  my  soul  the  follow- 
ing  queries,  and  let  conscience,  as  in  the  sight  of  God,  make 
the  answer. 

Have  I  seen  myself  lost  by  nature,  an  heir  of  wrath,  and 
chihl  of  hell  t 

Have  1  seen  God's  equity  with  respect  to  the  covenant 
of  v.orks,  and  condemning  a  fallen  world  in  the  loins  of  our 
first  parents? 

Have  I  been  convinced  of  the  depravity  of  my  nature,  the 
lethargy  of  my  conscience,  the  darkness  of  my  understand- 
ing, the  hardness  of  my  heart,  the  stubbornness  of  my  will, 
and  the  deadness  of  my  whole  inner  man,  and  consequently 
of  my  utter  inability  to  help  myself? 

Have  1  seen  the  vast  demand  of  the  divine  law,  that  will 
take  no  less  than  complete  satisfaction  for  offences,  and  re- 
quires perfect,  personal,  and  perpetual  obedience,  with  the 
superadded  curse  for  tlie  least  failure  ? 

Have  I  then  looked  upward,  and  seen  an  angry  God? 
looked  to  the  scripture,  and  seen  a  fiery  law  ?  looked  in- 
ward, and  seen  a  deformed,  guilty,  ugly  monster  ?  looked 
forward  to  futurity,  and  seen  wrath  the  portion  of  my  cup, 
hell  the  hot  of  mine  inheritance,  and  so  in  all  respects  seen 
myself  lost  and  undone? 

But  tiien,  have  I  seen,  with  exceeding  great  joy,  help  laid 
on  One  nnghty  to  save,  and  have  I  run  into  the  arms  of  this 
gracious  Redeemer  to  be  saved  from  sin  and  wrath?  Have  I 
taken  his  complete  righteousness,  his  spotless  life,  and  meri- 
torious death,  for  my  complete  righteousness,  and  sole  title 
to  justification  and  eternal  life  ? 

Do  I  endeavour  to  walk  as  under  the  law  to  Christ,  in  all 
holy  conversation  and  godliness,  and  account  myself,  though 
freed  from  it  as  a  covenant  and  its  curse,  yet  bound  by  the 
strongest  bonds  to  walli  as  he  also  walked  ? 

Does  my  admiration  of  created  excellencies  daily  dimin- 
ish, and  hiine  estimate  of  heavenly  things  daily  rise  and 
grow  r 

Do  I  frequently  converse  with  my  own  heart,  survey  my 
inner  man,  and  examine  the  state  of  my  soul? 

Are  my  meditations  on  things  that  while  I  view  them 
vanish,  or  on  a  precious  Jesus,  the  same  yesterday,  to-day, 
and  forever  r 

Do  I  uatch  against  sins  of  omission,  as  well  as  sins  of 
commission,  against  the  iiiiqnily  of  my  thoughts,  as  well  as 
the  iniquity  of  my  heels  r 
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Am  I  not  only  burdened  with  corruption  that  rises  within 
me,  but  with  sin  that  rages  around  me,  and  zealous  for  the 
Redeemer's  glory,  both  in  my  own  breast,  and  abroad  in  the 
world  r 

Are  religious  exercises  m.y  continual  delight,  and  more 
esteemed  than  my  necessary  food  r 

Can  I  forgive  mine  enemies,  even  the  most  cruel,  with  the 
greatest  alacrity,  and  sincerely  seek  the  prosperity  of  ray 
inveterate  foes? 

Do  I  resign  myself  wholly  to  the  divine  disposal  of  provi- 
dence, and  welcome  its  most  unwelcome  dispensations,  be- 
cause of  him  that  sends  Ihem  r 

Am  I,  under  the  rod,  more  desirous  to  be  refined  from 
sin,  than  brought  forth  out  of  the  furnace  of  affliction  ? 

Do  I  esteem  the  meanest  saint  more  precious  than  gold, 
even  such  an  one  than  the  gold  wedge  of  Ophir,  and  make 
them  my  companions,  while  I  shun  to  sit  with  the  carnal 
and  profane  ? 

Is  my  delight  in  the  house  where  God's  honour,  yea, 
where  the  God  of  glory  dwells  ?  and  are  the  public  ordinan- 
ces, where  I  hear  the  glad  tidings  of  eternal  things,  as  re- 
freshful to  me  as  cold  water  is  to  the  thirsty  soul? 

Do  I  keep  a  court  within,  and  often  sit  judge  on  mjseli^ 
that  at  last  I  may  n^t  k^  judged  Znu.  condemned  P 

Is  it  my  daily  endeavour  to  grow  in  the  knowledge  of  God 
my  Saviour,  and  draw  nearer  and  nearer  to  his  throne  ? 

How  do  I  stand  it,  when  I  see  myself  ill  used,  contemn- 
ed, aftronted,  or  hear  that  I  am  ill  spoken  of,  and  my  cha- 
racter v/ounded,  though  without  a  cause  ?  am  I  then  hum- 
ble, meek,  patient,  peaceable,  and  silent?  or  turbulent,  an- 
gry, passionate,  contentious,  and  clamorous  ? 

Am  I  conscientious  in  the  discbarge  of  all  Christian  du- 
ties, public  as  well  as  private,  in  my  family  as  w^ell  as  in 
my  closet, in  my  station,  and  among  my  relations? 

Is  death  no  strange  theme  among  my  meditations,  nor  I 
altogether  unacquainted  with  the  dark  apartments  of  the 
grave  ? 

Do  the  forethoughts  of  that  eternal  communion  which  all 
the  elect  shall  enjoy  above,  aSbrd  me  a  joy  superior  to  all 
the  anguish  which  ever  presses  on  me  ? 

Am  1  not  only  a  daily  penitent  for  all  my  sins  and  short- 
comings, but  also  denied  daily  to  all  m}[  gifts  and  graces* 
my  most  heavenly  frames  and  highest,  attainments,  and  daily 
seek,  that  all  I  have,  all  I  d^j  and  all  1  am,  may  be  accept- 
ed ONLY  in  the  Beloved  ? 
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«7Vot7.  20,  ir63. — Through  various  clianges  tiiy  natural 
lii'e  is  preserved  ;  but  0  wiierc  is  my  growth  in  grace,  and 
the  daily  renewing  of  my  inner  man  ?  My  cares  multiply, 
my  business  fills  my  hands,  and  my  fond  enterprises  fill  my 
head  ;  but  wliy  is  not  my  heart  still  sacred  to  God?  Return 
to  my  soul,  O  my  God  !  that  my  soul  may  return  to  her  rest. 
Surely,  in  the  midst  of  all  my  declinings,  grace  prevails 
within,  for  I  find  no  peace  but  in  peace  with  God,  and 
praise,  and  prize,  and  would  fain  pursue  after  likeness  to 
God.  Sometimes  there  is  a  deadness  on  my  soul,  and  a 
straitening  in  prayer:  but  even  here  I  have  hope;  for,  1. 
All  my  wants  are  known  to  God  *  2.  Christ  presents  the 
jniperfect  prayers  of  his  people  with  his  own  incense  ;  3.  I 
am  driven  out  of  all  my  self-conliJence,  and  wholly  lean  on 
him  ;  4.  I  am  made  to  lift  mine  eye  to  him,  in  whom  the  ful- 
tiess  of  the  nev/  covenant  is  treasured  up;  and,  5.1  am 
taught  to  trust  nothing  to  my  best  frames  in  time  coming. 

I  desire  to  set  death  daily  before  me,  by  which  I  may  put 
a  proper  estimate  on  the  things  of  timcj  and  tlierefure  write 
t!i9  Monthly  Memorial. 

Sept  23,  ir64.-»I  wGuld  fain  find  God  in  all  things.  If 
lie  prosper  my  uiKlertuking>j  I  magnify  his  goodness  ;  "if  hs 
dash  them,  I  own  hi^justice,  and  adore  his  sovereignty.  If 
lie  lead  me  heavenward  in  the  even  way  of  prosperity  ar,d 
peace,  I  desire  to  walk  there  with  gratitude  and  circumspec- 
tion ;  if  in  the  rugged  way  of  trouble  and  afllliction,  I  desire 
to  walk  there  with  faith  Jvid  submission  ;  having  the  full  as- 
surance, that  whatever  way  he  lead  me,  I  shall  at  last  ar- 
rive safe  at  mine  eternal  home. 

For  m.iny  years  I  think  I  have  loved  God  ;  and  yet^  alas  J 
1  find  not  my  love  going  out  on  him  v/ho  overcam.e  the 
v.'orld,  as  it  should.  The  things  of  time  deserve  my  loath- 
ing, not  my  love,  and  yet  how  often  are  they  like  to  steal  the 
heart,  and  love,  and  all  from  God.  O!  avenge  me  on  mine 
enemies. 

tA''oi%  24. — ^I  pray  for  heaven,  and  expect  it  at  last,  and 
yet  1  am  often  surprised  that  I  long  nut  more  for  it,  and 
wonder  if  I  can  be  one  of  those  happy  Israelites  v/ho  shall 
enter  into  the  holy  land,  the  heavenly  country,  when  so  con- 
tent to  dwell  still  in  the  desart.  O  to  be  cruciSied  to  the 
Vv'orld,  and  tlie  world  to  me .' 

Jan.  4,  1765. — Amidst  all  my  changes,  still  I  hope  grace 
lives !  and  though  I  daily  condemn  myself,  I  acknowledge 


thy  goodness.     Wiien  thou  liftcst  me  up  and   castest  w 
do'.vn  in  some  things,  I  desire  to  honour  thee  by  an  entii 


me 
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resignation.  O  to  get  the  stubborn  will  and  rebellious  aft'ec- 
tions  bowed  to  thee,  and  to  have  every  cross  in  i\\e  world 
driving  me  nearer  God,  and  fitting  me  more  and  more  for 
heaven.'  Alas!  that  my  thoughts  are  so  much  on  the  things 
of  time! 

£1. — In  all  things  I  desire  to  see  thy  love  ;  if  thou  easi- 
est down  in  one  thin^:,  thou  liftest  up  in  another.  A  little 
mercy  in  the  world,  is  a  great  mercy  to  one  who  has  a  world 
of  mercy  to  come.  I  dare  not  think,  that  because  I  love  thee 
and  fear  thee,  it  should  go  so  and  so  with  me;  but  I  think, 
if  thou  lovest  me,  it  matters  not  how  matters  go  with  me  in 
the  world.  ^Vell  may  he  that  is  g:)ing  to  dwell  with  the 
King  in  his  palace,  pat  up  svith  a  dirty  roal,  and  a  rainy 
day. 

Jpyih27. — I  desire  to  havp  this  motto  in  my  heart,  "  T>e 
angry,  and  sin  not.''  I  luive  sometimes  cause  to  be  angry 
witii  the  men  of  t!ie  world,  and  yet  I  would  rather  chuse  to 
seem,  than  to  be  really  atigry.  Thus,  by  passion  under  the 
government  of  grace,  I  may  prevent  tlie  same  injury  being 
done  to  me  again  and  again  ;  thus  shall  I  be  wise  as  the  ser- 
pent ;  but  I  must  not  repay  injuries  with  injuries,  else  I 
would  not  be  harmless  as  the  dove.  Yet  I  think,  where  the 
pea;  e  of  God  rules  in  tlie  heart,  there  will  notbe  muclj  room 
for  wrath  or  revenge.  I  would  rather  envy  the  meekness  of 
closes,  and  tlie  patience  of  Job,  than  the  cos'imand  of  (he 
one,  and  the  possessions  of  the  other.  O  to  be  daily  imita- 
ting Jesus,  who,  when  his  worst  enemies  were  doing  theic 
worst,  cried,  "Father,  forgive  them.'*  Forgiveness  will  be 
no  grief  of  heart  to  me,  when  I  arrive  at  the  heavenly 
throne  ,•  and  the  only  v^ay  to  get  the  better  of  a  perfidious 
world, is  to  be  as  like  God  in.  the  world  as  possible  ! 

Sept.  2-2. — Many  a  sad  struggle  i  have,  among  other 
things,  with  vain  thoughts,  which,  like  the  Canaanites  of 
old,  will  dv/ell  in  my  heart.  I  blame  myself,  for  I  lodge 
them  all  the  week  as  harmless,  and  then,  on  the  holy  Sab- 
bath, they  will  neither  remove  nor  be  at  rest.  ().'  how 
dangerous  to  let  my  mind  go  too  much  after  the  world  i 

J\'*ov.  14.— This  day  I  essay  a  fast  for  sin  ;  but,  alas/  T 
know  the  name,  not  the  nature  of  sin,  and  my  flinty  heart 
can  hardly  sorroiv  for  that  for  v/hich  my  I^trd  suffered.— 
Oh/  that  I  should  not  only  give  room  in  my  house,  but 
lodging  in  my  heart,  to  the  cruciliers  of  tlie  Lord  of  glory  ! 
The  blind  man  sees  no  faults  ;  so  the  less  I  see  of  sin  m 
and  about  me,  the  more  blind  1  may  believe  myself.  The 
room  I  sit  in  just  now,  is  the  very  picture  of  my  heart;  I 
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see  not  the  least  floating  dust  or  wandering  atom.  But  wer^ 
the  clouds  scattered,  how  would  the  solar  beam  be  loaded 
with  dust  above  computation,  beyond,  far  beyond  belief!  So, 
should  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  shine  into  my  soul,  what 
reeking  abominations  and  secret  sins  would  be  revealed  in 
his  ray  !  Such  a  sight  cannot  fail  to  humble  me;  and  the 
less  I  see,  the  more  cause  I  have  of  humility,  because,  to  all 
my  other  sins,  that  of  spiritual  blindness  is  added.  When  I 
look  into  my  heart  and  practices,  how  am  I  driven  out  of 
myself.'  O  I  think  a  great  sinner  must  be  a  great  believer! 
The  man  that  is  wrecked  on  a  sand-bank  despises  help,  and 
thinks  to  plod  to  the  shore  on  his  own  feet,  but  perishes  in 
tl^e  undertaking  ;  he  that  is  drowning  in  deep  waters,  catch- 
es at  the  rope  thrown  in  for  his  relief,  and  never  quits  with 
it  til!  out  of  danger. 

Feb.  8, 1766.— Though  I  trust  not  in  frames,  yet,  blessed 
be  his  name,  my  heart  has  been  enlarged  for  some  time  past. 
0  hold  me  by  the  right  hand,  then  shall  my  soul  follow  hard 
after  thee ;  and  not  otherwise. 

I  still  lament  that  I  cannot  drop  some  spiritual  word  pro- 
perly in  discourse,  when  the  conversation  of  all  is  so  vain. 

^pril  VL—O  how  the  day  is  changed  1  I  pray  without 
the  spirit  of  prayer  and  supplication.  The  world  is  got  into 
my  heart,  and  is  the  worst  enemy  to  divine  love,  because  it 
is  lawful  to  give  it  some  part  in  my  concern  ;  but  to  give  it 
but  its  own  part,  and  no  more,  is  the  hardest  lesson  in  Chris- 
tianity ;  and  the  heaviest  curse  to  exceed ;  for  if  any  man 
love  the  world,  the  love  of  the  Father  is  not  in  him. 

Sept.  14. — Again  I  sing  of  his  mercy,  and  O  to  dwell  un- 
der the  shadow  of  the  Almighty  all  the  days  of  my  life  / 
Alas  /  I  confess  I  knov/  not  whether  I  grow  or  not;  for  if 
in  a  thriving  condition,  why  is  not  every  grace  stronger,  and 
every  corruption  weaker  than  I  find  them  ? 

Dec.  3.— This  day  is  appointed  for  a  thanksgiving-day,  for 
public  mercies  being  continued  in  the  midst  of  our  manifold 
sins  ;  and  O  what  double  cause  of  gratitude  have  I !  that  T 
am  not  made  a  scandal  to  religion,  a  terror  to  others  or  my- 
self, that  I  am  not  in  hell,  and  have  the  hopes  of  heaven  I  O 
that  my  practice,  my  conversation,  my  pen,  could  praise  thee 
for  all  the  mercies,  the  benefits,  the  pardons  that  burden  yet 
support,  that  load  yet  relieve,  that  oppress  but  comfort,  my 
whole  soul ! 

\Spril  7, 1767.— Many  are  the  wounds  the  souls  of  the  saints 
smart  under.  The  foes,  the  Canaanites,  even  wicked  and 
horrible  thoughts,  (vvhether  thrown  in  by  hell,  or  spued  out 
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by  that  fountain  of  uncleanness  and  corruption  in  the  heart, 
is  hard  to  say),  are  numerous.  Among  which  some  are  like 
iha  Jnakims,  of  great  stature  and  terrible  appearance  ;  by 
reason  of  which  the  poor  Christian  is  but  a  grasshopper  in  hia 
own  sight.  This  was  mine  own  case,  and  a  sad  one  it  is  ; 
but  faith  in  the  God  of  heaven  sliall  defy  not  only  those  gi- 
ants of  hell,  but  the  king  of  the  bottomless  pit. 

Oct.  22, — It  is  strange,  yea  terrible,  that  an  expectant  of 
heaven  should  be  with  great  difficulty  reconciled  to  go  ta 
heaven.  I  would  take  it  ill  if  any  should  tell  me,  I  shall  ne- 
ver go  to  heaven  ;  and  jet  would  be  startled  if  one  should 
tell  me,  I  shall  go  to  heaven  to-morrow  !  Am  not  I  carnal, 
sold  under  sin  r  for  if  one  would  give  me  an  estate,  I  would 
not  deft-r  one  day  to  accept.  Has  earfh  thus  with  me  the 
ascendant  of  heaven  ?  O  for  t\\e  heavenly  mind  that  will 
never  rest,  never  be  satisfied  till  in  heaven. 

t^oL".  13. — In  vvhat  a  dangerous  situation  am  I !  While  I 
think  all  is  well,  the  enemy  is  at  the  door ;  for  though  I  tliink 
I  can  say,  I  hate  sin  and  love  holiness,  yet  lam  not  aware  oi 
the  idols  that  divide  my  heart  from  God  ;  and  the  more  harm- 
less, the  more  dangerous,  for  the  error  iies  not  so  much  iii 
the  act  of  loving,  as  in  the  excess  of  my  love.  How  sad  to 
find  my  aftections  centering  on  the  creature,  and  delighting 
in  perisiiing  things  ! 

Feb,  9JT.  ir86. — Now  and  then,  for  some  months  past,  I 
have  written  a  few  lines,  in  a  poem  called  Heaven,  with  a 
viev/  to  wean  my  affections  from  the  world,  and  that  divine 
things  may  triumph  in  my  love.  But  what  darkening,  di- 
Kiinishing,  disadvantageous  views  of  heaven  have  I,  whose 
words  are  lost  in  ignorance,  and  whose  thoughts  are  swal- 
lowed up  of  inconceivable  glory?  When  I  arrive  at  the 
state  of  perfection,  my  most  elaborate  performances  will  be 
but  childish  prattlings  to  the  language  of  glory,  and  my 
sweetest  numbers  but  harsh  and  insignificant  sounds  to  the 
eternal  hallelujah  ! 

July  24. — Nothing  is  so  terrible  than  by  sickness  to  be 
brought  to  the  brink  of  eternity,  and  the  soul  eagerly  recoil- 
ing back  to  time.  I  am  afraid  this  was  too  much  my  case 
in  my  late  illness,  else  why  did  the  world  retain  its  bewitch- 
ing charms  with  me,  even  v/heri  my  beauty  was  wasting  like 
a  moth  ?  O  to  be  enabled  to  quit  the  world  at  the  hour  of 
death,  as  easily  as  Elijah  let  his  mantle  fall,  when  he  ascen- 
ded up  to  everlasting  day  .' 

Dec,  21. — Whatever  my  state  be,  I  desire  to  lay  hold  on 
the  prpmise?,  that  the  rjo-hteaus   shall  grov/  as  tiie  cedar  in 

K 


Ho  SECRET    SURVEY. 

Lebanon,  and  flourisK  like  the  palm-tree.     When  I  seem 
like  the  heath  in  the  desert,  this  shall  refresh  me. 

JSTarch  5.  1769. — Discord  and  contention  about  trifles 
with  the  men  of  the  world,  alas  !  for  some  time,  has  taken 
off  my  attention  to  earthly  things  !  O  how  am  I  to  blame/ 
Thougli  the  earth  should  be  removed,  and  the  ocean  roar  ; 
though  the  mountains  tumble  among  the  dashing  billows, 
and  the  rocks  tremble  before  the  mighty  waves  ;  still  the 
soul  that  makes  God  his  refuge  and  liis  strength  should  not 
in  the  least  be  dismayed.  AVhen  the  creator  of  the  ends  of 
the  earth  rules  not  in  the  midst  of  the  earth,  then  let  me 
feel  pain.  Like  the  hedge  in  the  garden,  the  more  I  am 
dipt  and  kept  down  in  the  winter  of  affliction,  even  to  the 
apparent  spoiling  of  utility  and  beauty,  yet  tiie  more  come- 
ly, equal,  and  flourishing  shall  1  be  in  the  summer  of  glory. 
Then  under  my  winter-prunings,  let  me  not  complain  till 
the  sweet  summer  make  amends  for  all. 

Sabbath,  April  16. — When  I  compare  past  and  present 
times,  how  am  I  pained  !  Once  ray  time  was  a  time  of  love  ; 
my  meditation  of  him  was  sweet  ;  his  candle  shined  on  my 
head;  and  by  his  light  I  walked  through  darkness:  but, 
alas  !  for  some  time  past,  how  have  I  been  sighir.g  and  g«- 
i ng  backward  .'  a  bewitching,  in  its  cares  and  concern,  in 
its  proflt  and  pleasures,  in  its  sorrows  and  uncertainties,  in 
its  projects  and  plans,  has  too  much  tossed  my  mind  like  a 
rolling  thing  before  the  whirlwind.  Return,  O  Loal  !  how 
long  r  and  cause  my  soul  return  to  her  cunti-e,  iier  rest. 

Did  a  pleasant  paradise  spring  up  in  the  wilderness,  I 
might  be  ready  to  Bit  still  ;  but  when  Satan,  like  the  fiery 
serpents, — the  world,  like  the  cruel  Amelekites, — and  cor- 
rupt nature,  like  the  barren  desart, — all  conspire  to  make 
my  situation  dismal  and  deplorable,  no  wonder  that  I  long 
to  pass  over  Jordan,  and  go  in  to  take  eternal  possesion  of 
the  land  of  promise. 

Jan.  15,  1770. —  In  all  things  I  should  seek  communion 
%vilh  God,  in  his  providences,  as  well  as  in  his  ordinances. — - 
I  admire,  I  adore,  and  would  fain  doubt  no  more  ;  for  he 
that  gives  me  one  mercy  to-day,  can  give  another  to-morrow, 
and  will  give  what  seems  good  in  his  sight. 

Jan.  28. — Though  there  is  always  a  real  communion, 
though  not  always  sensible,  as  well  as  vital  union  maintain- 
ed between  the  renewed  soul  and  God;  yet  at  sometimes, 
for  a  fiiw  moments,  I  am  favoured  with  such  displays  of  his 
love,  communications  of  his  grace,  glimpses  of  glory,  and 
tnrpfastps  of  h<*aven«  that  all  the  powers  of  my  soul  are  both 
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refreshed  and  ravished.  Nor  dare  I  challenge  this  as  a  delu« 
sion,  for  it  comes  in  a  scriptural,  rational  way;  and  always 
then  God  is  most  adored,  the  Redeemer  more  endeared, 
grace  more  admired,  death  more  welcome,  sin  more  abhorred, 
earth  more  despised,  and  heaven  more  longed  for.  Yet  this 
attainment  is  but  of  short  duration  ;  for  God  will  have  me, 
even  in  spiritual  things,  to  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sense. 
What,  then,  must  heaven  be,  where  the  joys  of  God  shall 
pour  into  the  soul  through  everlasting  day  i  Hence  I  may 
see  that  vicisitudes  await  my  Irfe  below.  If  I  ascend  mount 
Tabor,  it  is  to  come  down  to  the  valley  of  Achor;  and  if 
weeping  endure  for  a  night,  joy  cometh  in  the  morning.  But 
as  on  the  mountain  i  should  be  humble,  because  the  valley 
lise  below  ;  so  in  the  weeping  watches  I  should  hope,  be- 
cause the  day  shall  break,  and  the  shadows  Uee  away. 

*.ipril\5. — The  righteous  Judge  of  all  the  earth  has  been 
pleased  to  remove  a  near  and  dear  relative  by  dt^ath  ;  and  O 
how  stupid  am  I  under  the  stroke  I  I  see  aflliction  reveals 
us  to  ourselves ;  for  did  I  think  that  the  lo?s  of  my  friend 
would  have  made  a  want  in  my  soul,  which  refused  even  to 
be  tilled  with  God  r  Why  did  I  dream  of  immortality  in 
the  region  of  death  r  This  is  not  my  rest ;  why,  then,  take  it 
so  much  amiss  to  be  disturbed  in  the  land  of  trouble  ? 

June  13. — Many  a  time  has  a  kind  providence  prevented 
me  with  blessings  beyond  my  expectation,  and  above  my 
faith  ;  and  trials,  which  in  appearance  seemed  insupportable 
when  approaching,  have  been  light  and  easy  when  pressing 
on  me. 

Jiug,  6. — 0  how  good  is  it  to  take  God  for  all !  !  his  pro- 
vidence for  my  treasure,  and  I  have  never  yet  wanted;  his 
promise  for  my  charter,  and  I  shall  never  be  cheated  cut  of 
my  inheritance  ;  his  Son  for  my  Saviour,  and  I  shall  not 
perish  ;  and  himself  in  all  his  fulness  for  my  portion,  and  I 
am  enriched  for  eternity. 

JSTov.  20.— What  comfort  to  the  poor  buffeted  believer, 
that  his  High  Priest  intercedes  for  him,  and  in  the  hour  of 
sad  temptation,  when  like  to  succumb,  sends  him  such  fresh 
supplies  of  grace,  that  he  not  only  stands  his  ground,  but  tri- 
umphs over  his  foes  /  As  I  have  no  strength,  why  should  I 
have  any  confidence  in  myself  }  But  why  should  I  despond, 
seeing  in  Christ  I  am  complete  ? 

Feb,  14,  1771. — The  nearer  any  comet  comes  to  the  sun, 
the  nearer  any  body  falls  to  its  centre,  the  motion  is  always 
the  quicker,  and  sometimes  amazingly  rapid.  How  sad, 
then,  is  my  case,  that  the  nearer  I  come  to  the  Sun  of  Right- 
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eousnesSj  the  centre  of  my  soul,  my  motion  is  more  dull,  and 
my  ^jrogression  more  slow/  Theie  must  be  some  false  cen- 
tres that  draw  my  soul  aside  fwm  God  ;  0  tohave  them  all 
removed,  and  fly  to  him  alone  .' 

March  23. — Instead  of  being  surprised  when  disappointed 
hy  the  world,  I  should  wonder  that  disappointments  come 
not  oftener,  and  they  are  not  of  a  more  disconsolating  Jia- 
ture.  Sometimes  1  am  tempted  to  envy  some  fiuuiishing 
men  ;  but  I  have  three  antidotes  against  this  mental  disease, 
v;hen  my  soul,  returning  to  herself^  has  time  to  apply  them* 
1.  I  set\  but  a  fev/  that  I  envy,  but  I  see  many  who  may  envy 
tne.  2.  It  is  but  when  seen  in  such  and  such  a  point  of 
view,  or  in  such  a  certain  circumstance  ;  for,  completely  ta- 
ken, I  w  ould  change  lots  with  no»ie.  G.  The  love  of  God 
'makes  ul)  all. 

April  Q.\. — Vexed  with  wanderings,  and  distressed  with 
impertinaiit  rovings,  I  bewail  myself,  that  I  should  not  wait 
with  more  stayedness  of  heart  on  God  in  his  own  ordinances'; 
i>ut  if  I  have  pleasure  in  religious  duties,  in  spite  of  all  the 
pain  and  tumi^lt  th.atis  raised  by  indwelling  sin,  what  plea, 
sure,  ecstacy,  and  deligtit,  shall  I  share  in  the  glorified  state- 
where  nothing  around  shall  disturb  me,  nothing  within  shall 
distress  me,  but  God  be  all  in  ail. 

April  4,  1772. — The  soul  is  never  disappointed  in  any 
thing,  who  may  claim  God  as  hi«  portion.  In  ^xtry  thiag  I 
offend,  but  in  all  things  the  God  I  serve  is  gracious;  there- 
tore  my  off'ences  shall  be  forgiveii.  The  lot  that  God  ap- 
points for  me,  will  account  good,  and  cheerfully  accept  of 
merely  because  it  is  his  appointment.  In  a  word,  1  con- 
demn myself,  I  acquit  God,  and  am  resigned,  in  the  sweet 
hopes  that  better  things  are  in  reserve  for  me. 

June  28. — This  Sabbath  how  have  I  been  oppressed  even 
with  infirmity,  so  that  I  could  not  properly  attend  to  the 
things  that  v^ere  spoketi  .'  If  wanderings  one  day,  and  wea- 
riness another,  distress  of  body,  and  distractions  of  mind, 
thus  attack  me — shall  not  I  be  compelled,  not  only  to  wel- 
come, but  to  long  for  death,  to  translate  me  to  the  perfect 
state  ? 

SepL  26.— Careful  about  many  things,  I  have  much  cause 
to  fear  that  I  forget  the  one  thing  needful  /  O  that  I  could 
shake  myself  loose  of  the  world,  fori  cannot  carry  the  world 
with  me  to  heaven!  0/  then,  to  carry  heaven  with  me 
through  the  world,  the  heavenly  mind,  the  heavenly  conver- 
sation, and  the  heavenly  speech  I  . 

Feb.  2, 1773. — If  the  path  of  the  upright  be  like  the  shin- 
ing light,  that  shineth  more  and  more  unto  the  perfect  day, 
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vvhat  shall  I  say  or  think  of  myself,  who  seeni  to  be  sighing 
and  going  backwards  ? 

It  is  customary  to  complain,  and  we  are  apt  to  think,  that 
to  condemn  ourselves  ivill  prove  us  to  be  saints  indeed  :  but, 
alas  !  my  stroke  is  heavier  than  ray  groaning.  I  have  pri- 
vileges, and  golden  opportunities;  but  O  that  it  were  with 
me  as  in  months  past !  as  in  the  days  of  old  !  I  desire  to  set 
some  time  apart  for  fasting  and  prayer,  to  implore  compas- 
sion, and  deprecate  spiritual  judgments. 

OcU  4,  irrs. — I  condemn  myself  for  being  too  earthly 
minded;  yet  I  can  say,  that  I  never  allow  myself  to  fall  a- 
aleep,  without  some  heavenly  theme  in  my  thought.  0  that 
it  were  my  meat  and  drink  to  meditate  on  God  ! 

Dec.  25. — He  who  knows  all  things,  knows  that  I  dearly 
esteem  the  persons  that  have  liis  image  ;  and  that  I  always 
wish  my  family  may  consist  of  such,  and  of  none  but  such.— 
In  this  respect,  then,  I  wholly  rely  on  an  omniscient  Provi- 
dence with  profound  resignation,  and  then,  as  the  events 
may  be,  I  know  whom  to  praise,  and  where  to  complain. 

April  r,  1774. — I  have  this  to  remark  of  providence,  that 
sometimes  afflictions  have  been  sent,  when,  in  all  respects,  I 
thought  myself  least  able  to  sustain  them,  and  yet  I  have,  to 
mine  own  surprise,  been  carried  honourably  through  ;  and  at 
other  times,  threatened  troubles  have  been  suspended  till  a 
time  that  they  fell  much  lighter  than  had  they  fallen  upon  me 
sooner  than  they  did  !  Therefore  1  admire,  and  confide 
wholly  in  the  unerring  wisdom  of  my  glorious  Leader. 

Sept.  12. — The  Christian  life  is  a  warfare,  and  O  how  the 
battle  is  increased  in  sacred  times .'  Of  this  I  have  mournful 
experience  ;  0  for  relief  and  divine  assistance  / 

JS^uv.  2. — In  disappointments,  crosses,  and  losses,  this  I 
observe,  that  sometimes  1  am  prepared  for  the  event  by  an 
equal  temper  of  mind,  and  cheerful  resignation  to  the  divine 
disposal.  'At  other  times  I  am  supported  above  expectation 
when  it  comes. 

JVor.  14. — Wh«u  I  look  around  me,  I  see  one  man  that 
has  more  honour,  another  that  has  greater  riches;  one  that 
has  more  pleasures,  another  that  has  more  conveniences  ; 
one  that  has  more  friends,  another  that  has  more  relations  ; 
but  notwithstanding,  no  where  do  I  see  the  man  that  has 
more  blessings  than  myself.  At  least,  I  see  myself  posses- 
sed of  so  many  blessings,  which  I  deserve  not,  that  1  desire- 
to  be  content,  thankful,  and  happy.  ^  - 

Jan.  19,  1775. — I  have  praved  for  many  a  thing  in  faitlf, 
■which  I  have  not  obtained,  and  at  this  I  have  been  paiued  ; 
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but  on  rcHection,  I  think  tivat  I  have  had  all  my  prayers  an,- 
svvered,  even  while  my  petitions  were  not  granted.  For, 
whatever  I  asked,  it  was  in  the  view  of  its  being  a  good  : 
now,  if  infinite  wisdom  saw  that  it  was  not  fit  fqr  me,  though 
I  might  be  mighty  fond  thereof,  he  did  me  a  kindness  in  with- 
holding it  from  me.  Moreover,  my  constant  and  highest  re- 
quest is,  that  God  in  all  things  may  be  glorified  ;  now  he  is 
glorified  in  doing  v/hat  he  pleases,  and  in  my  approving  his 
divine  disposal. 

March  25, — Were  I  to  write  an  account  of  all  my  wars> 
conflicts,  atid  encounters  with  my  spiritual  foes,  what  a  vol- 
ume might  I  fill .'  But  one  thing  is  strange  and  terrible  to 
me,  that  in  sacred  times,  and  in  religious  duties,  I  am  sorely 
attacked,  and  by  a  banditti  that  give  me  little  trouble  at  oth- 
er times. 

May  19. — What  a  shame  is  it  to  forecast  so  much  about 
the  uncertainties  of  life,  and  think  so  litlle  on  the  world  to 
come  /  O  that  in  every  scheme  and  purpose  I  could  submit 
all  to  God,  and  keep  the  heart  wholly  for  God/  One  may 
maintain  a  fair  character  before  the  world,  and  yet  have  a 
foul  iieart  before  God  j  but  0  for  that  renovation  of  heart  that 
is  approved  in  the  sight  of  God  I 

Some  days  have  been  memorable  in  a  kingdom  for  the  loss 
of  battles,  and  the  ravages  of  enemise  ;  so  the  Jews  had 
their  fasts  in  the  fourth,  fifth,  seventh,  and  tenth  months. — 
And  it  is  even  thus  in  the  Christian  life  ,  there  are  some  days 
to  be  had  in  mournful  remembrance,  for  the  ravages  of  spir- 
itual enemies,  for  distractions  in  time  of  duty,  for  vain 
thoughts  and  heait-wanderings,  when  we  should  be  otherwise 
employed.     0  for  the  last  victory  over  every  enemy  I 

Jitigust  29. — In  every  thing  1  oftend  ;  for  as  God  is  still 
the  same,  why  is  not  my  holy  fear  and  reverential  awe  of 
him  still  the  same?  Were  all  the  angels  in  heaven,  and  aH 
the  men  on  earth,  around  me  in  the  hour  of  prayer,  would 
'  God  be  more  august  ?  or  would  he  be  less  to  be  adored  in  the 
silent  desart,  or  in  the  midti,ight  gloom  ?  So  great,  so  glori- 
ous, so  possessed  of  all  perfeetions,and  tremendous  majesty, 
art  thou,  that  it  is  only  my  weakness  and  Ci)rruption  which 
makes  any  odds  where  and  before  whom  I  pray, 

Jan.  2, 1776, — What  a  comfort  is  it,  that  flying  time  makes 
no  impresbion  on  the  stable  love  of  God  !  I  may  change  my 
Servants,  my  relations  I  may  lose,  I  may  alter  my  plucc  of 
abode,  and  I  may  see  the  world  turn  upside  down  ;  but  this 
Is  my  comfort,  that  the  Lord  is  my  God,  who  changeth  nut 
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Some  great  favours  Mith  regard  to  this  life  I  have  in 
-prospect,  but  I  plead  that  thy  love  may  still  be  the  sugar,  the 
honey  of  all  my  good  things,  the  marrow  of  all  my  coraforts, 
and  the  substance  of  all  my  consolations.  If  I  ever  take  the 
creature  for  my  portion,  the  best  of  created  good  things  will 
convey  poison  into  my  soul.  Whatever  good  thou  shalt  be- 
stow, (ami  I  shall  gratefully  receive  whatever  thou  shalt gra- 
ciously give,)  I  still  claim  thee  as  my  supreme  portion,  rich 
inheritance,  and  chief  good,  with  which  only  I  am  satisfied 
and  charmed  for  ever. 

March  S. — I  am  daily  convinced  of  mine  own  folly,  and 
chastened  for  mine  error ;  and,  from  a  late  providence,  I  am 
taught,  1.  To  commit  all  to  God,  and  to  hold  all  that  I  pos- 
sess, all  that  I  expect,  of  God,  where  I  can  only  find  every 
thing  safe  and  secure.  2.  To  think  more  of  God,  and  less 
of  the  most  amiable  of  his  creatures.  3.  To  believe  that  un- 
certainty is  interwoven  with  every  human  affair.  4.  There- 
fore never  to  be  surprised  when  disappointed  in  the  things 
of  time.  5.  To  study  an  unreserved  resignation  in  all  things, 
and  at  all  times.  6.  To  consider  myself  as  only  a  traveller 
to  another  country,  and  another  state. 

dpril  6. — An  afflicting  providence,  not  looked  for,  has  o- 
vertaken  me ;  but  what  comfort  is  it  to  my  soul  to  see  sover- 
eignty in  it .'  I  can  appeal  to  the  great  disposer  of  all  things, 
that  he  led  me  in  the  way;  and  when  he  sees  meet,  he  may 
make  mv  way  slippery  and  darkness.  In  a  word,  whatever 
I  may  feel,  through  grace  1  am  resolved  never  to  doubt  his 
love,  never  to  dispute  his  conduct,  or  through  impatience  to 
cry,  Why  should  I  wait  on  the  Lord  any  longer  ?  0  that  my 
faithful  overflowing  love  may  fill  up  all  wants,  and  sweeten 
all  troubles  ! 

Jipril  7. — This  day  I  have  heard  an  excellent  sermon,  but 
I  found  a  pious  parent  and  his  afflicted  family  all  absent,  be- 
cause an  unfortunate  child  was  to  be  publicly  rebuked.  No 
sooner  has  the  careful  father  got  him  a  church-member,  than 
he  becomes  the  object  of  church-censure.  May  not  this  teach 
those  that  have  not  families  to  be  moderate  in  their  desire ; 
those  who  have,  to  be  moderate  in  their  expectations  ;  and 
us  all  to  dwell  at  a  throne  of  grace,  that  we  may  obtain  grace 
to  ht-lp  in  time  of  need  ?  What  shame  can  sit  heavy  on  me, 
that  has  not  sin  as  its  cause,  and  sorrow  as  itj  consefjuence  ? 

Jpril9. — If  all  things  are  possible  to  him  that  believeth,I 
desire  to  act  faith  on  him  at  this  time  ;  but  it  is  beautiful  for 
faith  to  be  accompanied  with  resignation  :  Faith  in  his  pow- 
er, resignation  to  his  disposal  ;  Laith  in  his  v/isdom,  rebigna- 
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tion  to  his  will  ;  faith  in  his  sweet  mercy,  resignation  to  hib 
chastisement ;  faith  m  all  his  promises,  resignation  to  all 
that  he  imposes.  This  is  indeed  more  than  flesh  and  blood 
can  do,  but  1  plead  that  through  grace  I  may  be  enabled  to 
believe  all ;  and  then  I  shall  be  able  to  bear  all,  for  faith  is 
the  victory  that  overcometh  the  world. 

Jtpril  28. — When  I  look  among  the  great  men  of  the  world, 
instead  of  envying  their  felicity,  I  deplore  their  folly,  and 
pity  their  situation,  and  wonder  that  1,  or  any  that  have  the 
hopes  of  being  for  ever  with  the  Lord,  have  not  more  crosses 
and  calamities,  disappointments  and  pains,  in  the  world  ;  or 
that  ever  we  should  complain  of  any  that  we  have.  What 
can  that  man  enjoy,  that  enjoys  not  God  ?  Where  can 
he  find  his  pleasures,  that  fetches  none  from  heaven  ? — 
W^liat  a  blank  is  his  time  !  what  a  round  of  sin,  or  circle  of 
vanity,  that  has  not  a  moment  for  religion,  though  he  should 
dwell  in  the  courts  of  kings,  and  attend  the  levee  of  princes? 
W^hat  a  poor  appearance  would  the  best  finished  and  best 
furnished  building  make,  where  its  lord  only  lodges  a  few 
nights  on  his  way  to  the  prison  of  hell,  where  he  is  to  be  tor- 
mented through  an  endless  evermore .'  What  can  his  many 
friends,  great  connections,  and  noble  relations  avail,  when  all 
the  angels  of  light,  all  the  perfections  of  God,  are  against 
iiim,  and  in  a  little  of  all  the  fiends  of  the  pit,  and  all  his 
companions  in  sin,  will  be  his  tormentors  for  ever  I 

May  12. — The  plagues  of  my  heart  are  past  description; 
for  in  sacred  times  and  in  solemn  duties,  there  is  a  heart- 
wandering,  that  defies  my  watch,  and  disquiets  my  whole 
soul.  O.'  to  sin  against  God  when  tasting  of  his  goodness, 
is  horrid  ingratitude.  0  to  have  my  heart  fixed  on  God, 
and  the  things  of  time  shut  out ! 

July  9. — Last  Sabbath  I  went  to  hear  sermon,  where  I  was 
afraid  that  I  might  have  distractions;  but,  blessed  be  his 
name,  I  had  a  pleasant  day.  O  that  I  could  say  so  of  ma- 
ny days,  for  I  am  afraid  that  it  is  not  with  me  as  in  months 
past! 

July  16. — I  attended  at  a  neighbouring  solemnity,  where 
I  was  well  entertained,  though  wofuily  vexed  with  a  wan- 
dering heart,  and  want  of  a  frame ;  yet  thus  am  I  driven 
entirely  out  of  myself  to  Christ,  and  see  that  he  mu«t  be 
the  all  of  my  salvation,  both  in  his  justifying  merit  and 
sanctifying  Spirit.  '4 

The  trying  providence  that  I  lately  complained   of  is  re-  ^ 
moved,  and  1  am  made  to  sing  of  m-^rcy,  and  find  that  every 
thing  that  God  gives  is  well  worth  tae  waiting  for.    And  I 


SECRET    SURVE-^.  §1/ 

would  rather  have  blessings  in  God's  way,  and  at  God's 
time,  than  my  own.  Now,  may  all-feufficient  grace  enable 
me  to  walk  humbly  and  circumspectly  before  him;  and  O 
to  have  all  my  heart-risings,  my  fears,  and  anxieties  for- 
given I  v^hile  my  heart  is  filled  with  gratitude  at  his  good- 
ness, and  approbation  of  his  whole  providential  procedure 
though  in  the  meantime  itgavepam. 

July  28. — Though  I  desire  never  to  trust  in  frames,  yet 
I  bless  his  holy  name,  that  attending  a  sacramental  solemni- 
ty, in  family-prayer  I  had  a  sweet  enlarging.  O  how  sweet 
will  it  be  to  be  an  eternal  adorer  before  the  throne  of  God 
and  of  the  Lamb/  to  have  the  whole  soul  glowing  with  hea- 
venly love  I  to  dwell  in  the  mount  of  communion,  and,  in- 
stead of  coming  down,  to  climb  higher  through  eternity  I  O 
to  press  forward,  and  not  lose  ground  in  my  Christian 
^course ! 

dug.  £2. — How  much  do  I  err  In  limiting  Providence, 
which  can  do  great  things,  and  at  a  moment!  My  patience 
may  expire,  but  Providence  can  never  be  nonplussed. 

Again,  the  men  of  the  world  count  themselves  better  pro- 
viders than  Providence;  hence  gripe,  extort,  and  oppress, 
to  amass  large  fortunes  for  their  children.  But  mark  the 
issue;  often  these  great  fortune-holders  turn  out,  when 
they  commence  life,  spendthrifts,  and  die  beggars.  Whence 
I  infer,  though,  on  the  one  hand,  I  should  neither  despise  nor 
destroy  what  Heaven  bestows ;  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  to 
commit  my  latest  posterity  (if  I  had  them)  to  the  munifi- 
cence of  Providence,  whose  goodness  is  infinite,  and  whose 
funds  are  inexhaustible. 

Jug.  28.— -Trust  not  in  princes,  trust  not  in  any  creature, 
in  whom  there  is  no  stay.  I  quit  with  the  whole  creation 
as  false  and  insufficient,  and  take  God  as  my  only  portion, 
■  On  some  late  incidents  in  life,  without  revenge,  I  think  I 
can  say,  Plead  my  cause,  for  to  thee  have  I  revealed  my 
cause. 

A<^din,  with  respect  to  some  circumstances  I  am  present- 
ly int  though  I  have  not  the  least  prospect  any  way,  I  desire 
to  act  faith  in  God,  accompanied  with  resignation  to  the 
divine  disposal,  in  such  a  manner,  (and  for  this  I  bless  his 
name),  that  I  can  say,  According  to  my  faith,  so  be  it  tome. 
When  infinite  goodness  is  exhausted,  and  infinite  wisdom 
is  nonplussed,  it  is  time  for  me  to  be  perplexed,  and  not  till 

then.  ^  , 

~Oct.  21.— While  waiting  an  event  of  great  moment,  I  have 
a  sweet  tranquility  of  mind,  and  a  full  resignation  to  the 
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will  of  my  heavenly  Father,  who  never  did,  and  never  wlU 
do  me  harm  ;  his  wisdom,  his  goodness,  his  power,  his  om- 
niscience, compose  and  comfort  me.  O  to  be  helped  to  act 
as  a  Christian  in  every  case  and  circumstance  ! 

JK^ov.  5. — When  brought  to  quit  with  my  request.  Provi- 
dence seems  to  be  grantiiig  it;  hence  I  see  it  is  best  to  com- 
mit every  thing  into  ih^  hand  of  Go;!,  and  to  have  every 
thing  from  his  bountiful  fatherly  hand.  But  now  I  flee  to 
the  blood  of  sprinkling  to  have  all  my  sins  washed  away.  O 
to  walk  softly  ail  my  days/ 

t^%v.  26. — While  I  have  mercy  to  sing  of,  why  should  I 
be  silent?  Then  I  bh  ss  thee  for  all  that  I  enjoy,  and  for  all 
that  I  expect.  How  bountiful  is  the  providence  of  Heaven, 
eyenin  the  things  of  time  !  O  that  the  more  I  share  of  thy 
kindness,  the  more  my  love  may  abound  towards  thee !  and 
whatever  gratitude  I  have  for  thy  gifts,  may  my  heart  still 
be  kept  for  the  Giver. 

Dec.  6. — Blessed  be  God,  who  has  not  turned  away  my 
praj^er  from  him,  nor  his  mercy  from  me  ;  and  I  still  im- 
plore the  heavenly  blessing  on  myself  and  my  family  in  all 
respects. 

Jan.  2,  1777. — Weak-sighted  mortals  often  take  dispen- 
sations as  heavy  afflictions,  which  Omniscience  intends  for 
their  good  ;  so  just  now,  whatever  I  i^eel,  I  believe  I  shall 
see  cause  to  bless  God  for  this  cross  in  time  coming,  as  I 
have  had  grounds  before  of  thanksgiving  for  events,  which  at 
first  came  like  sore  trials.  To  commit  all  to  holy  sove- 
reignty is  my  duty,and  both  now  and  ever  after  will  be  my 
peace. 

Jan.  14. — It  is  good  for  us  to  have  our  high  opinions  of 
creature-comforts  lowered  ;  for  the  creature  is  but  vanity, 
and  will  disappoint  all  that  dep:  nd  thereon  for  bliss.  I  roll 
all  my  comforts  into  the  hand  of  my  heavenly  Father,  to 
give  or  with-hold  from  me  as  he  pleases  ;  and  I  expect  a 
thorn  in  the  fairest  roses  that  grow  in  the  garden  of  time, 
but  in  him  I  expect  endless  joy, 

Feb.  4. — O  how  has  my  heart  wandered  after  vanities,  and 
things  that  cannot  profit !  I  confess  my  sin,  and  mourn  over 
it.  O  let  it  be  known  that  thou  artlhe  Lord  my  God,  in 
bringing  back  my  heart  to  thee  again  ! 

Feb.  18.— Some  years  ago  1  met  with  a  disappointment  in 
an  affair  which  I  then  looked  upon  as  a  great  affliction  ;  but 
from  what  has  since  taken  place,  I  now  clearly  see  that  it 
was  a  kind  providence.  What  a  fool  am  I,  to  plan  my  own 
lot !  \i\it  how  happy  am  I  that  infinite  wisdom  rules  for  me  ; 
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March  8. — Dining  with  some  gentlemen  at  a  public  inn, 
and  drinking  wine  too  fast  and  too  freely,  when  come  home, 
I  grew  so  sleepy  that  I  sunk  down  like  a  stone,  and  i:  was 
four  next  morning  before  I  awoke.  I  was  angry  at  myself, 
and  resolved  at  no  table  to  drink  more  than  a  certait?  num- 
ber of  glasses.  O  in  all  things  to  i>e  under  tne  heavenly  di- 
rection !  To  excite  my  abhorrence  of  drunkenness,  I  see, 
1.  That  the  drunkard  is  like  a  dog,  if  he  vomits;  2.  Like  a 
sow,  if  he  wallows  in  his  vomit ;  3  Like  a  Bedlamite,  if  fu- 
rious and  mad;  4.  Like  an  ideot,  if  he  knows  not  either  what 
he  does  or  says ;  5.  Like  a  fool,  if  he  knows  nothing  that  is 
past;  6.  Like*  an  Atheist,  if  he  cannot  pray  to  God  ;  and,  7. 
Like  a  dead  man,  if  he  must  be  carried  to  his  bed  as  to  his 
grave,  and  falls  asleep,  yet  knows  not  that  he  is  falling 
asleep.  ^, 

March  16. — I  accept  of  all  my  afflictions,  but  I  plead  de- 
liverance from  my  sin.  O  what  a  crowd  of  vain  thoughts 
vex  me  in  sacred  times,  and  in  religious  duties  !  I  have  made 
altars  to  sin,  and  altars  are  unto  me  to  sin  .•  O  return,  O  LordI 
how  long  ? 

Sabbath,  23.— This  day  I  could  not  attend  sermon,  but  was 
cast  some  time  into  company  in  the  morning,  and  who  knew 
nothing  of  keeping  the  day  holy  to  God.  O  '-ow  few  know 
any  thing  of  the  power  of  religion  on  their  souls !  and  what 
continual  songs  of  praise  should  the  child  of  grace  give  to 
God,  that  he  is  apprehended  by  him,  while  so  many  are  ly- 
ing in  wickedness/  He  that  keeps  not  his  tongue  on  the 
Lord's  day,  surely  keeps  not  his  heart.  O  that  the  inhabi- 
tants (if  my  tabernacle  may  never  be  such  I 

rSpril  12. — If  I  have  not  a  feast  within,  if  I  have  not  joy 
and  peace  in  believinj:,  what  advantage  have  I  more  than  the 
wicked?  Whatever"  they  have,  have  not  I  more  r — Have 
they  sons  ?  Is  not  he,  the  heavenly  Bridegroom,  better  to 
me'^than  ten  sons? — Have  they  friends  ?  Is  not  he  a  friend 
that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother  r — Have  they,  in  a  word, 
the  desire  of  their  hearts  ?  Is  not  he  the  desire  of  my  heart, 
who  is  the  desire  of  all  nations  ? 

Jpril  28.— Committing  ail  to  ray  heavenly  Father,  and 
cantident  that  all  shall  be  well,  I  submit  to  do  what  once  I 
dcsi>rned  not ;  for  it  is  better  to  be  the  humble  Christian,  than 
the  high-minded  professor.  Do  all  thy  will,  and  I  will  stu- 
dy to  be  resigned.  Forgive  ray  sins,  for  in  every  thing  I  of- 
fend ;  and  let  thy  mercy  be  on  me,  as  I  trust  in  thee. 

3/ffv  2. — When  the  good  things  of  time  are  bestowed  on 
us,— -when  we  fiourish  in  this  and  that  respect,— when  we 
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have  the  desire  of  our  heart  to  such  a  degree  that  we  are 
ready  to  find  satisfaction  in  the  creature,  and  forget  God, — • 
then  we  may  expec^  some  stroke  at  hand  ;  and  often  the  cap- 
ital affliction  is  attended  with  others  of  a  lesser  nature,  or 
one  afPiicllon  is  followed  with  another.  Thus  God  speaketh 
once,  yea  twice,  that  he  may  be  heard.  The  severest  storm 
is  orten  afier  a  dead  calm;  then  let  me  always  walk  with 
fear  and  hundhty, 

5. — It  gives  me  no  pain,  that  in  some  points  I  have  abased 
myself.  It  is  always  better  to  suffer  than  appear  to  sin  ;  and 
now  my  final  resolutirns  is,  to  have  no  more  to  do  with  this 
matter.  I  bless  God  that  he  is  governor;  I  see  but  the  ap- 
pearance, he  sees  whatever  shall  take  place.  I  have  a  calm 
conscience,  and  tiiat  is  a  comfort;  and  an  all-sufficient  God, 
therefore  I  have  nothing  to  fear. 

24. — Vv'hile  I  have  an  house  to  dwell  in,  food  to  eat,  and 
raiment  to  put  on,  Iblfss  God  for  his  goodness,  and  desire 
to  feel  with  those  that  may  be  in  want  of  any  of  the  above 
conveniences  of  life.  Blessed  be  the  God  of  grace,  that  his 
love  or  hatred  is  not  known  by  the  want  or  possession  of 
these  things.  Yet  may  he  who  is  the  Father  of  mercies  sup- 
plv  the  children  of  affliction  with  such  good  things  as  they 
need. 

August  12. — In  things  that  seemed  indifferent,  I  have  of- 
ten experienced  the  divine  direction ;  and  why  should  I 
wonder  at  this,  since  a  sparrow  cannot  fall  to  the  ground 
without  my  heavenly  Father?  If  he  number  the  very  hairs 
of  my  head,  will  he  not  over-rule  the  ordinary  actions  of 
my  life?  My  faith  may  humbly  plead  with  him  to  perform 
whatever  he  condescends  to  promise;  and  I  have  but  con- 
fined views  of  the  omniscience,  omnipotence,  and  kindness 
of  God,  if  I  do  not  believe  that  they  extend  to  every  action 
of  my  whole  life.  Henceforth  I  cast  myself  from  under  my 
own  government,  and  desire  to  be  wholly  under  thine. 

*N*ov.  16. — When  I  consider  how  near  I  am  to  the  heaven-? 
]y  state,  and  hovv  the  good  or  evil  of  the  present  state  shall 
be  forgotten  there,  I  triumph  in  spite  of  all  distiess,  and 
check  my  sorrow,  and  reprove  myself  that  I  do  not  always 
triumph.  He  thinks  little  of  heaven  for  an  inheritance,  that 
greatly  laments  any  loss  on  his  way  thither;  he  thinks  lit- 
tle of  God  for  a  portion,  that  is  not  completely  satisfied 
therewith,  whatever  else  he  may  want.  j 

F.'b,  1,  1778. — If  I  have  joy  in  waiting  on  God  in  his  or-  ^ 
clinances,  amidst  vain  thoughts  and  distractions,  0  /  what 
shall  my  joy  be,  when  I  %liaU  serve  Aim  in  his  tempk  abov^, 
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will)  a  iieart  full  of  heavenly  rapture,  and  glowing  with  se- 
raphic love,  amidst  a  multitude  of  sinless  adorers,  and  while 
entertained  with  the  openiiig  wonders  of  eternity,  and  thti 
interesting  mysteries  of  redeeming  grace  ! 

Jpril  IS. — Amidst  all  my  requests,  I  would  fain  cheer- 
fully say,  "  Not  my  will,  but  thine  be  done."  This  pitch  of 
resignation,  and  no  less,  shall  give  me  peace  at  last.  It 
were  Christian  wisdom,  as  we  cannot  see  far  before  us  in 
our  request  for  created  good  things,  to  be  submissive  and 
resigned  in  our  desires,  that  when  they  are  granted,  and 
disappoint  us,  we  may  be  able  to  say  to  God,  as  the  good 
woman  said  to  the  prophet  of  old,  Did  thy  servant  ask^this 
or  that  at  tliy  hand  pe^mptorily  ? 

June  2. — We  seek  mercies  and  beg  blessings  from  God, 
while  we  are  not  prepared  for  receiving  them.  But  when 
God  prepares  the  heart  to  receive  gifts,  that  we  may  not 
consume  them  on  our  lusts,  but  lay  them  out  to  his  glory, 
it  is  a  sweet  sign  that  he  will  cause  his  ear  to  hear,  and  his 
hand  to  perform,  our  requests. 

lam  prevented  with  kind  providences  daily ;  I  expeii- 
i^nce  them  in  matters  of  great  moment,  and  also  in  mv  less- 
er concerns  :  0  then,  in  the  lawful  use  of  means,  to  commit 
all  to  a  kind,  unerring  Providence  I 

July  4. — What  a  constant  battie  is  the  Christian's  life  '. 
He  must  always  be  on  his  watch-tower;  one  foe  or  other 
will  ever  hang  on  him  ;  and  if  he  is  found  in  a  flying,  not 
in  a  fighting  posture,  he  is  undone.'  O  how  sad  to  be  har- 
rassed  with  heart-wanderings  and  vain  thoughts  in  holy 
times,  and  in  religious  duties.'  O  that  sovereign  grace  may 
heal  all  my  heart-plagues,  and  make  me  more  than  conque- 
ror over  all  my  enemies,  in  his  name  and  strength  .' 

Jubj  16. — In  obtaining  common  mercies,  the  saint  seems  to 
come  behind  the  sinner.  Esau's  sons  were  dukes  and  kinQ:s, 
while  Jacob's  posterity  are  slaves  and  bonds-men  ^  and  yet 
Sacob  had  the  blessings.  Saul  is  anointed  king,  and  in  a  short 
time,  and  with  little  opposition,  he  is  fixed  on  the  throne.— 
David  also  i>  anointed,  but  it  is  after  a  longtime,  and  through 
much  opposition,  that  he  comes  to  reign,  and  at  first  only- 
over  his  own  tribe,  where  he  has  a  seven-years  struggle  ere 
he  gets  the  whole  kingdom,  though  promised  by  God.  Now*, 
liQw  comes  this  to  pass  ?  why,  conwion  mercies  are  cast  to 
the  wicked,  in  the  common  course  of  providence  :  but  these 
same  blessings,  though  common,  come  to  saints  as  special  fa- 
vours, and  so  must  be  the  fruit  of  much  prayer ;  and  the  per- 
son must  be  prepared  for  receiving  them,  by  having  his  gra- 
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ces  sweetly  exercised.  His  faith  must  rest  on  a  promising 
God,  even  while  providence  seems  to  contradict  the  promi- 
ses; his  patience  must  have  her  perfect  work,  though  ofteu 
like  to  fail ;  and  he  must  be  wholly  resigned  to  the  wisdom, 
and  to  the  will  of  God,  in  opposition  to  his  own  ; — thus  the 
saint  is  often  made  to  give  up  with  his  comfort,  or  his  request, 
just  before  it  be  bestowed  on  him.  Nov/,  this  preparation  of 
heart  being  a  great  work,  requires  time  and  exercise  in  the 
Christian  life,  and  so  common  mercies  are  longer  in  coming 
to  the  child  of  God  than  to  others  ;  but  they  are  well  worth 
the  waiting  for,  and  wrestling  for ;  for  when  they  come,  they 
come  with  the  fragrance  of  heaven,  and  with  the  love  of 
God.  * 

July  30.-Whenwe  are  very  fond  of  any  created  good  thing, 
we  are  apt  to  have  a  full  belief  that  we  shall  obtain  that  ve- 
ry good  thing  ;  and  when  disappointed,  we  conclude,  that  as 
oui^  faith  has  been  false  in  this  and  that  particular,  so  our 
faith  of  perseverance  and  heavenly  glory  at  last  may  deceive 
us,  and  we  perish.  But  this  is  our  mistake.  Our  faith  of 
spiritual  good  should  be  as  full  of  assurance  as  possible  ;  but 
with  respect  to  our  faith  for  the  blessings  of  time,  (as  that  of 
a  barren  woman  to  embrace  a  son,  or  that  for  the  life  of  a 
dying  friend),  it  should  he  far  otherwise  ;  our  resignation  to 
the  divine  disposal  should  be  of  equal  extent  with  our  faith, 
and  then  we  shall  never  be  disappointed.  Again,  our  faith 
in  spirituals  may  be  particular  for  this  or  that  grace  which 
we  stand  in  need  of,  as  the  disciples  who  pray,  «  Lord,  in- 
crease our  faith."  But  our  faith  in  temporals  should  be  gen- 
eral, that  what  is  good  the  Lord  will  give  ;  and  v.e  ought  not 
to  presume  to  teach  infinite  wisdom  what  is  good  for  us  ; 
since  the  want  of  a  son,  and  the  death  of  a  dear  friend,  may 
do  us  more  good  than  the  gift  of  the  one,  and  the  recovery  of 
the  other. 

Moreover,  when  we  have  a  strong  affection  for  anything, 
we  are  ready  to  take  our  fancy  for  faith,  and  our  passion  to- 
wards any  point  as  a  promise  given  to  us  that  we  shall  ob- 
tain our  desire  ;  and  especially,  if  we  recollect  any  scrip- 
ture-text that  will  any  way  apply  to  our  wish  or  view,  vre 
take  it  as  a  promise  ii  jected  to  us,  and  so  allow  ourselves 
to  be  deluded.  But  we  are  not  to  expect  revelations  from 
heaven,  (whatever  God  may  grant  to  some  saints),  as  the 
rule  of  our  conduct,  nor  are  we  to  apply  particular  promi- 
ses in  perishing  things  ;  though  we  may  believe,  if  we  belong 
to  God,  that  he  will  ^uide  us  with  his  counsel  while  we  live, 
and  afterwards  receive  us  to  glory.    We  are  not  to  claim  a 
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particular  promise,  that  sons  or  ilaugliters  shall  be  given  us; 
but  we  are  to  believe,  that  to  saints  who  have  none,  God  will 
give  a  name  better  than  that  of  sons  or  daughters.^  We  are 
not  to  expect  a  promise  that  our  sons  shall  serve  God  in  the 
»ospel  of  his  Son,  though  we  may  dedicate  them  to  God  in 
that  view  ;  but  we  are  fully  to  believe,  that  God  will  raise  up 
servants  to  himself,  as  long  as  the  church  is  militant.  We 
are  not  to  dreain  that  this  or  that  particular  man  or  woman, 
because  it  is  borne  in  on  iis,  or  we  think  we  have  a  promise, 
or  some  concurring  providences,  shall  be  our  husband  or  wife; 
but  we  are  to  believe,  that,  if  God  sees  tit,  he  will  set  the  sol- 
itary in  families  ;  and  we  are  to  avoid  being  unequally  yo- 
ked with  unbelievers. 

July  31. — While  we  are  mortal,  we  are  to  expect  trials 
and  troubles,  crosses  and  afflictions,  pains  and  disappoint- 
ments, always  in  our  lot.  But  while  I  feel  under  a  new  and 
unexpected  "disappointment,  I  check  my  complaint,  and 
would  rather  praise  than  complain.  A  parent  that  gives  an 
apple  to  a  sick  child,  and  correction  to  a  stubborn  child, 
shows  himself  equally  a  good  parent  to  both,  though  the  boys 
may  have  a  very  opposite  opinion  of  his  conduct.  Says  James, 
"  Let  the  brother  of  low  degree  rejoice  in  that  he  is  exalt- 
«c]  ;'*  all  men  will  agree  to  this  :  "but  the  rich  in  that  he  is 
made  low,"  this  may  nonplus ;  yet  it  is  much  better  to  ijave 
chastisement,  and  thereby  be  approved  a  son,  than  to  be  with- 
out it,  and  be  in  doubt  of  being  a  bastard  ;  and  more  so,  when 
we  daily  see  that  all  flesh,  poor  and  rich,  wither  as  grass  in 
the  present  state,  and  quick  pass  into  an  eternal  state. 

My  plan  proceed  from  myself,  and  therefore, howeverno- 
Lie  my  motives  were,  I  might  have  egre^iously  erred  ;  but  my 
disappointment  is  from  the  unerring  wisdam  of  Providence, 
and  therefore  I  hearlily  approve  of  it,  and  praise  God  for  it. 
For  thongli  we  are  not  to  pray  for,  but  to  deprecate  affliclions, 
yet  we  are  to  sing  of  judgments  as  well  as  mercy  ;  and  what 
appears  judgment  in  the  beginning,  may  be  mercy  in  the 
end. 

Nov/,  with  my  hand  sealed  up,  mine  eye  quite  shut,  and 
entirely  resigned  to  heaven,  I  wait  on  providence  without 
pain  or  repining  .' 

^ug,  6. — Professors  will  wait  a  while  on  God,  but  at  last 
they  grow  weary  ;  and,  like  the  wicked  king  of  Israel,  say, 
«  This  evil  is  of  the  Lord,  why  should  I  wait  on  the  Lord  any 
longer?''  But  the  true  Christian,  like  the  psalmist,  waits 
patiently  on  the  Lord,  and  at  length  he  hears.  Nor  do  I  doubt 
but  that  everv  §aint  dies  while  waiting  the  accomplishment 
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of  some  promise  :  nor  is  he  a  loser ;  for  though  disappointed 
in  this  or  that  pa»ticular,  yet  all  the  promises  are  made  yes 
and  amen  t©  him  in  the  eternal  ei.joyment  of  God  in  glory. 
Now,  it  IS  my  duty  thus  patiently  to  wait  on  God,  when  even 
such  a  disapporntment  will  enrich  me  for  ever. 

Sept.  lO.-^O  how  difficult  to  keep  the  heart  in  holy  times, 
and  in  religious  duties  \  The  various  occurrences  in  life 
vary,  but  continue  the  snare.    O  for  sweet  deliverance  ! 

How  has  infinite  wisdom  been  pleased  to  warp  saint  and 
sinner  together!  In  one  house  the  husband  fears  God,  but 
the  wife  knows  him  not ;  in  another,  the  v/ife  is  a  believer, 
the  husband  a  barbarian  ;  in  another,  the  masters  are  Satan's 
slaves,  and  the  servants  Christ's  free-men;  in  another,  the 
servants  after  the  flesh  are  in  bondage  to  sin,  while  their  mas- 
ters walk  in  the  glorious  liberty  of  the  sons  of  God ;  and  in 
another,  how  are  the  children  and  parents,  and  even  the  chil- 
dren among  themselves,  divided  !  And  here  I  am  sad,  and 
sympathise  ;  0  for  the  heavenly  sympathy  to  all  concerned  ! 
A  child,  while  one  parent  is  uninterruptedly  attending  the 
throne  of  glory,  the  other  in  the  courts  of  grace  on  a  sacra- 
mental Sabbath,  is  in  the  porch  of  hell  committing  wicked- 
ness ;  and  a  near  relation,  who  comes  to  the  knowledge  of  it, 
is  filled  with  anguish  and  bitterness  of  heart.  The  father  is 
mingling  his  praises  with  the  hallelujahs  of  the  higher  house, 
and  the  mother  joining  in  the  praj'ers  of  the  church-militant, 
and  the  son  treasuring  up  wrath  to  himself  against  the  day 
of  wrath  ;  in  a  word,  wickedness  is  committed  within  those 
walls  where  prayer  is  wont  daily  to  be  made  !  But  shonld 
not  my  heart  daily  flame  with  love  and  devotion  /  and,  alasl 
what  wickedness  is  committed  often  there  /  But  0  that  hea- 
ven  may  preserve  me  and  mine  ! 

March  7,  1779. — Tins  day  I  confess  that  I  am  nothing,  and 
that  I  cannot  walk  one  step  in  the  strength  l)f  grace  former- 
iy  received,  but  must  daily  fetch  out  of  his  fulness.  My  com- 
fort and  confidence  then  is,  nt)t  that  I  am  not  a  sinner,  but 
that  Jesus  Christ  is  a  Saviour,  and  a  Saviour  for  the  chief  of 
sinners.  And  I  desire  to  fly  to  him  anew,  as  if  hitherto  I  had 
been  a  hypocrite  in  all  my  former  acts  of  religion.  I  may 
prove  false,  but  he  is  faithful  who  invites  me  to  believe,  and 
will  not  cast  away  them  that  come  to  him. 

March  25. — Many  and  marvellous  are  the  turnings  of  pro- 
vidence. 1  grieve  not  so  much  that  I  suffer,  as  lest  I  sin  in 
my  sufferings.  In  every  thing  1  acquit  God,  and  condemn 
myself.  My  prospects  may  disappear,  but  my  confidence  is 
not  shaken ;  because  my  prospects  are  but  human,  but  my 
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confi(Jence  is  in  God.  One  thing  which  T  mourn  over  is,  that 
trifles  r-houkl  raise  such  a  tumult  in  my  breast,  and  so  much 
possess  my  thoughts. 

^pril  -13. — There  is  one  thing  which  is  needful,  and  but 
one  thing;  henceforth  let  me  attend  to  it  with  diligence  and 
care,  and  not  to  make  trifles  such  matters  of  concern.  If  I 
am  travelling  to  mj  Father's  house,  I  should  attend  closely 
to  my  journey,  and  not  consume  myself  with  anxiety  about 
the  weather,  whether  it  be  fair  or  foul,  whether  the  road  be 
good  or  bad,  and  whether  I  join  agreeable  company,  or  walk, 
alone  ;  for  my  Father's  house  will  make  me  completely  nap- 
py, so  happy  "that  I  snail  forget  all  tiie  toils  of  my  journey. 

"^  jlpril'sO. — Impatience,  in  any  situation,  or  under  any  af- 
fliction, is  a  sin  ;  and  there  may  be  an  unbelieyint^  haste  to 
change  conditions,  and  get  from  under  the  affliction.  But 
infinite  wisdom  and  fatherly  kindness  knows  what  affliction 
is  best,  how  long  it  should  be  continued,  and  when  it  snoulcl 
be  rem!)ved.  Now,  as  I  am  wholly  God's  [desire to  be  whol- 
ly at  his  disposal  in  all  things:  and  sure  I  am,  I  never  shall 
repent  it. 

JIai/  T. — Paul  obtained  the  lives  of  all  them  that  v.ere  with 
him  in  the  ship  :  0  for  the  souls  of  all  them  that  are  with  me 
in  the  house  I  This  is  a  part  of  my  daily  prayers  to  liim  that 
is  both  the  hearer  and  answerer  of  prayer. 

^Mai/  14. — 1  know  when  I  meet  uitn  a  worldly  loss, but  I 
hope  never  to  repine  ;  yet,  why  should  I  not  aisj  De  sen^iole 
of  the  comforts  of  life  .''  I  deserve  nothing  sometimes  I  lose 
a  liftle,  but  I  enjoy  all.  O  for  a  grateful  heart  t^)  him  who 
gives  me  all  that  I  enjoy  .' 

Mciij  Z^2. — I  meet  with  another  loss  of  the  same  kind,  but 
any  tbinjrl  have  in  the  world  is  by  loan:  Therefore,  whe- 
ther friends  or  wealth  be  taken  away,  lam  not  injured,  be- 
cause the  time  of  iny  loan  is  expired  ;  and  I  am  more  bound 
to  be  grateful  than  to  grumble,  when  so  much  is  left  with  me, 
and  so  little  is  taken  away,  who  can  claim  nothing  as  my 
own.  But  there  is  one  portion,  Cnrist,  the  gii^'t  of  God,  that 
can  enrich  my  soul,  were  heaven  and  eartii  dissolved,  and 
whom  I  srill  claim  as  mine,  were  ail  tinngs  else  recalled. 

June  11. — It  is  sad  to  be  rising  into  years,  drawing  near  to 
death,  and  v/alking  on  the  very  brink  of  eternity,  and  yet  to 
be  sinking  in  earthly  cares,  and  more  and  more  swallowed 
up  of  worldly  concerns.  Much  of  this  rises  from  my  caring 
for  myself,  and  not  casting  all  my  care  on  nim  who  gracio-islj 
condescends  to  care  for  me.     Henceforth,  in  everv  aliair  cf 
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life,  I  desire  to  have  no  choice,  no  will  of  mine  own,  but  to 
commit  all  to  infinite  wisdom  and  infinite  goodness,  and  I 
shall  never  have  cause  to  repent,  nor  occasion  to  complain 
or  repine. 

dug.  18. — It  has  always  been  a  ruling  principle  with  me, 
not  to  be  unequally  yoked  with  unbelievers  ;  so  this  day  I  w^as 
married  to  a  girl  that  I  hope  has  the  fear  of  God  ^tS  the  chief 
ornament  to  all  her  other  qualifications. 

Sahhath  Sept.  5. — O  the  corruption  that  dwells  within  !  0 
the  distress  that  has  invaded  me  this  blessed  day  .'  I  should 
perish  eternally,  but  that  Jesus  is  almighty  to  save ;  and  this 
alone  is  my  comfort. 

Jan.  1, 178C. — In  whatever  thing  I  leaned  to  mine  own  un- 
derstanding, and  depended  on  mine  own  wisdom,  there  I 
have  met  with  disappointment  and  pain ;  but  when  I  have 
committed  the  matter  wholly  to  God,  it  has  had  an  happy  is- 
sue, beyond  expectation.  O!  then,  let  me  always  be  at  his  . 
direction  and  disposal.  j 

When  heaven  pleases,  he  can  bless  with  little,  and  put  a  j 
blessing  into  little  ;  or  he  can  blow  upon  much,  and  put  a  j 
^vant  into  the  very  wealth  that  we  possess  ;  to  the  end  that  I 
he  may  be  all  in  all  to  us,  and  that  in  all  things  we  may  have  ! 
our  eye  to  him.  5 

March  23. — When  I  have  sad  and  gloomy  forebodings  of  I 
trouble  and  afflictions,  befalling  me  or  mine,  I  am  composed  i 
■with  this  consideration,  that  all  things  being  under  the  gov-  j 
ernment  of  God,  he  will  conduct  every  thino;  to  his  own  glo-  , 
ry ;  and  as  for  his  glory  I  v/ould  do  and  suffer  all  things,  so,  ,; 
if  that  noble  end  is  attained,  I  can  never  complain,  however 
much  or  long  I  suffer  or  smart. 

June  25. — Heaven  has  been  pleased  to  bring  my  wife  safe 
through  child-bearing,  and  to  j^ive  a  living;  mother  and  a  liv- 
ing child.  Bat  let  me  avoid  making  an  idol  of  any  thing  be- 
low. O  still  to  keep  the  heart  for  God  !  I  know  not  how 
soon,  or  after  what  manner.it  may  be  removed  by  death,  but 
Icommit  itto  him  who  has  bestowed  it  on  me. 

.laly  11. — By  baptism  I  haVe  dedicated  my  child  to  God, 
and  I  desire  no  more  to  look  on  her  as  mine,  but  only  as  Hea- 
ven's lone  to  me,  which  at  his  pleasure  he  may  recall,  and  at 
Vrhich  event  I  would  wish  neither  to  quarrel  nor  complain, 
however  affection  may  rise,  and  nature  may  rebel.  But  my 
grand,  my  earnest,  my  daily  request  is,  that  she  may  be  a 
chosen  vessel,  enriched  witli  the  graces  of  thy  holy  spirit 
from  her  very  infancy,  i  would  also  humbly  plead,  that  she 
may  be  spared  to  be  a  comfort  for  her  parents  in  the  ways  of 
piety. 
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J)ec.  13. — In  all  things  I  desire  to  acknowledge  God  ;  and 
so,  being  convinced  of  its  lawfulness,  have  inoculated  my 
child,  after  imploring  his  blessing  on  the  mean,  that  it  may 
prove  successful. 

Dec.  25. — The  child  has  escaped  accordingto  wish  ;  bles- 
sed be  his  name. 

March  28,  ITSl. — When  threatened  with  the  loss  of  goods 
or  relations,  what  a  tumult  is  raised  in  the  mind  !  and  how 
apt  are  we  to  arraign  the  wisdom,  the  goodne-s,  and  the 
justice  of  God  !  Alas  !  this  is  too  much  my  present  error; 
but  I  flee  to  God  in  all  trials,  approve  of  all  his  conduct,  and 
claim  him  foraii  and  all.  So  sweet  is  hismercy,  that  I  know 
it  shall  be  my  song  while  in  the  vale  of  misery,  and  in  spite 
of  all  my  misfortunes.  Ihave  reason  to  sing  of  it  in  things 
of  lesser  moment,  and  I  hope  shortly  to  sing  of  it  in  things  of 
the  highest  moment  to  me  in  time,  and  at  last  to  sing  of  thy 
mercy  to  me  through  eternal  ages. 

Jpril  16. — For  some  time  past  my  wife  has  been  in  trou- 
ble ;  but  there  is  mercy  mixed  v;ith  the  affliction,  it  was  sent 
at  a  time  when  the  child  was  fit  to  be  ueaned,  and  she  had 
patience  in  her  trouble.  Medicines  have  been  used  for  some 
time  witliout  the  desired  effect;  but  as  it  is  our  duty  to  use 
means,  so  I  desire  to  look  to  him  Vvho  can  work  with  or 
without  means.  He  knouts  that  in  all  things  I  would  fain 
say.  "  Thy  will  be  done."  -But  O  that  it  may  be  his  holy  will 
to  spaie  the  life,  and  recover  the  healt,  of  this  dear  person. 
But  why  do  not  I  expect  the  death  of  my  friends,  or  mine 
own  death  every  day  ? 

June  17 — Aias  1  how  \ki\e  do  I  improve  for  the  heavenly 
state  !  Afliiction  on  our  family  is  too  often  a  clog  on  our 
souls,  but,  through  the  heavenly  blessing,  shall  in  th«  mean 
time,  or  afterward,  yield  the  peaceable  fruits  of  righteous- 
ness :  O  to  improve  health  and  gosple-ordinances  when  en- 
joyed ! 

Sept.  23. — Two  days  ago  my  wife,  who  has  long  been  in  a 
tender  way,  v/as  delivered  of  a  dead  child,  two  months  be- 
fore the  time.  We  were  struck  to  think  that  the  little  crea- 
ture was  entered  on  its  eternal  rest  before  it  came  into  the 
world.  I  had  this  comfort,  that  when  we  supposed  life,  we 
had,  beth  the  mother  and  I,  given  it  in  prayer  to  God.  I  de- 
sire to  adore  his  sovereignty,  and  to  bless  him  for  our  living 
child,  and  humbly  to  implore  the  recovery  of  the  dear  parent, 

Oct.  6. — My  wife,  after  an  apparent  recovery,  is  grown  so 
much  worse,  that  I  fear  her  death;  but  I  have  this  sweet  com- 
fort, that  I  shall  be  the  only  loser,  for  death  to  her  shall  b^ 
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great  gain.  0  how  pleasant  are  religious  connections  in  life, 
and  at  death  !  I  still  implore  her  recovery.  To  sit  alone 
without  my  daily  companion,  to  see  my  family  without  a  mis- 
tress, and  rny  child  without  a  mother,  must  greatly  distress; 
but  to  view  God  sovereign  over  ali,  sufficient  in  all,  and  an 
all-sufficient  portion  after  all,  may  silence  and  support  me 
under  all.  I  desire  no  comforts  but  from  God,  I  refuse  no 
cross  that  comes  from  him  ;  but  0  for  grace  to  improve  both 
to  his  glory  i 

^Vhile  there  is  life  there  is  hope,  and  while  there  is  hope  I 
desire  to  be  instant  at  the  throne  of  grace;  for  who  can  tell 
whether  God  will  be  gracious  to  me,  and  recover  this  dear 
person  to  me  ?  I  believe  his  power,  that  he  can  do  ;  I  believe 
his  mercy,  that  what  is  good  the  Lord  will  give  ;  and  I  wait 
on  him  with  humble  expectation,  confessing  that  I  am  less 
than  the  least  of  his  mercies,  and  deserve  at  his  hand  no- 
thing. 

Oct.  8.— If  in  this  life  only  I  had  hope  for  myself,  or  my  dy- 
ing friend,  how  miserable  now,  when  she  is  on  the  borders  of 
ettfrnity,  and  I  must  soaa  follow  I  But  what  glories  open 
tomyfiuth,  and  shall  soon  break  on  her  disembodied  soul  in 
cloudless  vision  /  v.lien  this  and  the  other  world  are  taken 
in  connection,  the  gloom  is  broken  ;  for  this  is  but  our  inn, 
that  our  eternal  habitation.  No  matter,  then,  at  what  time, 
or  in  what  manner,  we  leave  our  inn,  since  going  home  to 
our  Father's  house,  home  to  God  and  to  glory. 

When  the  sinner  loses  one  idol,  he  cleaves  to  another,  and 
eleaves  faster  ;  but  when  the  saint  (and  0  to  act  the  saint 
now!)  has  idols  t^roken,  or  delights  removed,  he  cleaves  to 
God  alone. 

Oct,  \5, — Nov/  the  wife  of  my  bosom  is  laid  in  the  bowels 
of  the  earth,  torn  from  mine  affection  and  my  arms  ;  but  her 
soul  is  this  day  triumphing  in  glory.  And  is  not  this  com- 
fort, and  cause  of  thankfulness  ?  A  few  days  before  her 
death,  she  fell  into  a  letliargy,  and  so  could  not  speak  ;  but  I 
have  found  a  paper  since  her  death,  which  speaks  sweetly, 
and  contains  a  collection  of  scripture-texts  which,  she  says, 
had  been  useful  to  her,  and  a  personal  covenant  the  day  be- 
fore her  marriage,  and  another  since,  in  which  she  makes  a 
surrendei-  to  God  of  her  husband  and  her  child  Jean.  O  that 
God  ma-,  accept  of  both  ! 

Oct.  9A. — O  v/hat  a  sweet  soul-satisfying  portion  do  Ilind 
God .'  When  the  earthly  family  is  broken,  he  can  set  the  sol- 
itary in  the  heavenly  family,  and  afford  communion  with 
himseifv  When  &torms  and  tempests  rage,  he  can  command 
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^  calm  ;  when  affliction  and  woe,  sorrow  and  anguish,  spread 
gloomy  night  on  the  soul,  he  cati  reveal  the  glories  of  the  eter- 
nal world,  and  make  celestial  day  break  in  on  our  darkest 
night. 

Oct.  22. — I  mind,  that  on  the  day  my  wife  died,  the  psalm 
that  fell  to  be  sung  in  family-worship  was  that  part  of  PsaL 
:sxxix.  ver.  5.  "  Lo  !  thou  my  days  an  handbreadth  mad'st," 
and  ver.  9.  "  Dumb  was  I,  opening  not  my  mouth,  because 
this  work  was  thine."  I  desired  to  imitate  the  psalmist  in  a 
holy  silence  ;  at  the  same  time  not  despising  the  chastening 
of  fhc  Lord,  but  Wrng  low  before  him.  And  now  I  desire  to 
commit  all  my  cares,  all  my  concerns  to  him,  and  my  child  to 
his  protection  and  providence,  wliere  she  shall  be  safe,  though 
1  were  taken  away  also  by  death. 

A'*ui\  20. — On  a  back-look  into  many  occurrences  of  my 
life,  0  how  am  I  ravished  with  the  conduct  of  providence, 
with  the  kindness  of  God  I  In  the  affairs  of  life,  he  has  not 
only  given  me  many  things  I  asked  of  him,  but  many  time 
prevented  me  with  kindness,  and  thus  checked  my  solicitude, 
and  forbade  mine  anxiety.  But  0  where  are  my  returns  of 
gratitude,  my  fult  contidence,  and  fixed  dependanceon 
him  ? 

The  best  cure  of  sorrow-  for  the  loss  of  dear  relations,  is 
faith  fixing  within  the  veil,  and  taking  infestment  of  the  in- 
heritance in  light  !  I  could  have  felt  no  grief,  had  I  gone 
v/ith  my  deceased  friend  to  glory.  Now,  the  intervals  be- 
tween our  departures  is  so  short  in  itself,  and  compared  to 
the  eternity  of  that  state,  is  nothing,  that  if  I  be  not  gone,  I 
may  be  said  to  be  just  a-going,  and  shall  have  scarce  time 
to  look  around,  and  see  myself  left  alone,  till  I  shall  lift  up 
mine  eyes  witn  transport,  and  see  myself  with  all  my  re- 
ligious relations,  adoring  at  the   highest  throne  1 

Bee,  4. — Though,  in  the  affairs  of  this  life,  I  have  often  met 
with  disappointment  and  pain,  yet  I  see  this  took  place  frein 
mine  ov.n  fully  ;  for,  trusting  to  mine  ov/n  wisdom,  and  wed- 
ded to  mine  own  plans,  I  would  not  drop  them  vvhen  provi=* 
dcnce  dashed  them  out  of  my  hand  ;  and  so  it  was  just  to 
correct  my  folly,  that  I  should  smart  the  more.  But  all 
things  have  gone  well  with  me,  when  I  have  waited  on  the 
counsel  and  will  of  heaven,  quitted  with  what  he  took  away,^ 
accepted  of  what  he  gave,  and  said  Amen  to  all  he  did .' 

Even  in  the  common  affairs  of  life,  I  should  acknowledge 
live  special  providenc*  of  God,  who  over-rules  all  things,  and 
forsees  all  events.  And  though  I  am  afraid  to  extend  my 
plans  for  many  years  to  come,  w  ho  dare  not  boast  of  to-moi= 
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row,  yet  prudeace  in  the  aftliirs^  this  life  is  the  fluty  q\^ 
those  who  look,  for  another  life  ;  therefore  1  lay  my  plan,  and 
whether  providence  prosper  or  disappoint  me,  lam  resigned. 

Jan.  1,  1782. — To  be  stubborn,  stupid,  or  insensible  under 
afflictions,  may  suit  a  Heathen  philosopher,  but  not  a  Chris- 
tian believer.  I  feel,  and  because  I  feel,  and  am  sensible  of 
my  losses  and  afflictions,  therefore  I  strive  to  be  submissive 
and  resigned  ;  but  if  I  felt  nothing,  resignation  v/ould  be  no 
attainment.  Fain -would  I  go  to  God  and  say,  Siiow  me 
w  lerefore  thou  contendest  with  me  ,  and  yet  I  must  be  blind, 
if  I  do  not  see  that  God  has  good  cau^  to  be  angry  with  me 
even  unto  death.  In  the  midst  of  all,  I  desire  to  take  hold 
on  his  covenant  for  my  child  and  myself. 

Jan.  12.— What  a  sweet  display  of  the  power,  wisdom, and 
goodness  of  God,  have  I  often  8een  in  the  conduct  of  holy 
providence  !  So  has  heaven  ruled  for  me  in  the  affairs  of 
life,  that  I  am  ashamed  I  am  not  more  resigned  to  the  heaven- 
ly disposal.  I  should  trust  in  him  at  all  times  ;  and  at  no 
timeshalllbe  ashamed  of  my  trust.  Let  goodness  and  mercy 
all  my  days  follow  mc,  while  I  travel  on  to  the  heavenly  glo- 
ry; and  may  my  little  child  be  adopted  of  his  heavenly  Fath- 
er, and  no  matter  how  soon  the  earthly  father  be  no  more. 

Jan.  26.~When  I  look  forward  to  tiie  heavenly  state,  and 
see  such  a  weight  of  glory,  such  a  v/orld  of  bliss,  awaiting 
every  heir  of  God,  I  wonder  that  we  should  ever  complain  of 
any  affliction  that  can  befal  us  by  the  way.  What  though 
laden  with  disease,  and  Broken  with  sickness  r  In  a  little 
the  immortality  of  bliss,  and  the  vigour  of  glory,  shall  be 
miwje.  What  though  oppressed  with  poverty  and  want  on 
e^ry  side  ?  The  treasures  of  eternity  shall  shortly  enrich 
me  for  ever.  What  though  he  has  made  desolate  all  my 
company  ?  A  stage  or  two  shall  join  me  to  the  general  as- 
sembly and  church  of  ihc  first-born. 

Feb.  2= — One  of  my  plan:?  has  niisgiven,  but  I  have  no  un- 
easiness, because  intinite  wisdom  and  infinite  goodness  rules 
for  me  ;  and  it  is  enou,u;li  that  he  is  concerned  about  ail  my 
concerns. 

When  I  look  aroiin<^  I  see  many  parents  that  get  a  world 
of  grief  witn  their  children;  but  how  often  is  their  sin  writ- 
ten in  tueir  punishment.'  They  are  at  no  pains  to  teach 
them  to  fear  their  heavenly  Father,  and  no  v/onier,  then, 
they  forget  to  honour  their  earthly  parents.  Now,  though 
some  re'igiousand  conscientious  parents  may  have  tubboni 
children,  }et  it  generally  holds  that  a  neglect  in  their  educa- 
tion lies  at  the  root  of  a!!. 
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Feli,  13 — Thoijsh  afSictionand  death  rob  us  of  our  dearest 
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earthly  comforts,  yet  this  is  ground  of  consolation,  t!iat  the 
throne  of  grace  still  stands,  to  which  we  may  still  come  with 
boldness  ;  that  the  ordinances  of  the  gosple  and  sacraments 
are  continued  ;  and  that  into  ttiese  courts  of  grace,  not  like 
the  Persian  courts,  v/e  may  enter,  though  mourners. 

May  4. — ^O  how  good  is  it  to  trust  in  an  all-siifiicient  God  I 
Some  time  ago  an  event  happened  that  deprived  me  of  an 
annual  income.  I  approved  of  the  dispensation,  committed 
all  to  providince,  and  am  this  day  as  amply  provided  for  as 
ever,  and  am  thus  encouraged  to  depend  on  God  alone. 

Last  night  some  persons  broke  into  my  barn,  and  ^tole  a 
few  oats.  The  loss  is  trifling,  but  the  lesson  is  vast — to  secure 
a  treasure  whichmoth  cannot  eat,  rust  corrupt,  or  thieves  steel. 
The  v.orldling  toils  night  and  day  for  the  thief  or  the 
robber,  for  it  is  the  same  thing  whether  a  man's  treasure  be 
snatched  from  him,  or  he  from  it.  Now,  to  every  sinner 
death  will  act  the  most  complete  thief,  and  relentless  robber, 
though  in  a  manner  different  from  all  other  robbers,  for  he 
leaves  him  not  one  penny  of  all  his  «ums,  not  a  foot-bteadtli 
of  all  his  estates,  neither  friend  nor  relation,  title  nor  dis- 
tinction: but,  O  happy  saint  .'  from  whom  death  can  take 
nothing, but   brings  him  to  the  full  possession  of  all. 

May  3U. — Though  it  is  our  duty  to  give  according  to  our 
ability  to  pious  usps,  tor  the  sunport  of  the  gosple,  or  the  re- 
lipfofthe  poor;  yet,  to  our  shame,  how  do  we  not  reckon 
this  amonsi:  our  debts  ?  and  so,  while  we  pay  our  debt-;  to  men. 
\ve  let  thi>  lie  by,  and  yet  it  is  a  debt  to  God,  the  king  of 
heaven  and  earth.  Now,  we  know  that  the  law  give-  the 
preftM\=  nee  of  all  creditors  to  the  kin^:  j  hence  cess,  taxes, 
and  dut'es  muitbe  paid,  whatever  be  unpaid.  And  sure  he 
who  ia  the  king  of  kings  will  not  be  defrauded  of  his  due.— 
His  invisiijle  curse  can  easily  consume-  ten  tim^s  m')re  tnnn 
we  would  give  him  in  \n^  members;  and  he  will  count  with 
u*ai  hist,  where  all  our  other  creditors  will  notnave  a  word 
to  say. 

July  3. — I  hope  I  can  say  that  the  things  of  time  are  not 
very  high  in  my  esteem.  I  can  hear  of  some  making  great 
fortunes  without  any  emotion  of  mind,  for  I  tidnk  the  patri- 
mony of  my  children  is  safer  in  the  treasures  of  divine  pro- 
vidence, than  in  any  bank  in  Great  Britain  ;  and  no  matter 
Vv  .echer  he  giv  >  it  o  jtin  pence  or  i!)  pounds,  if  they  are  still 
sunjnied,  and  i'lpplied  from  father  to  son,  from  race  to  race* 

But  I  lamenr  tuat  corruptions  rise,  that  sin  rages  within, 
that  my  meditations  arc  not  more  heavenly,  and  my  thoughts 
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more  holj.  I  desire  to  have  no  confidence  in  the  flesh,  bui 
to  depend  on  all-sufScient  grace,  the  grace  that  is  in  Christ 
^usus. 

July  2G, — I  was  informed  from  my  doer,  that  a  debtor  had 
by  a  point  of  lav/,  defrauded  me  of  a  round  sum  ;  but  my 
mind  was  very  easy,  seeing  the  treasures  of  heaven  are  still 
entire,  and  shall  enrich  me  fm-  ever. 

Same  day  I  v./as  seized  with  an  influenza,  a  disease  that 
had  raged  all  around  the  country  for  months.  Thus  I  was 
detained  from  a  sacrament,  and  lay  sweating  all  the  Sabbath- 
day  in  bead,  but  recovered  in  a  few  days.  On  the  whole, 
Tvhile  I  confess  my  sins,  and  confess  that  I  am  punished  still 
less  than  mine  iniquities  deserve,  I  desire  to  give  God  the 
glory  of  his  wisdom,  and  to  believe  that  he  sees  such  losses  and 
disappointments  the  fittest  for  me.  I  would  give  'urn  the 
glory  of  his  sovereignty,  in  approving  of  his  disposal,  without 
inquiring  why  ;  and  the  glor^-  of  his  truth  and  faithfulness, 
that  all  things  shall  work  togetlier  for  my  good. 

1  have  also  to  remark,  that  the  same  Psal.  xsxlx.  in  course 
of  family- worslnp,  fell  tebe  sung  while  uni-er  this  complaint 
as  it  had  near  ten  months  befor,  when  my  wife  died.  I  may 
sayj  that  the  a(!monition  being  doubled,  should  keep  me 
mindful  of  my  fraiUy,  and  caution  me  against  murmuring  at 
afilictiohsofan}  kind. 

Aug.  1. — I  have  often  said  to  God,  give  me  Christ,  and  I 
put  a  blank  In  his  hand,  vvitii  rei^pec  t  to  every  thing  in  the 
world.  But  I  correct  myseU" ;  for  if  Christ  is  mine,  lean 
have  no  biitik,  seeing  lie  is  more  than  all  riches,  dearer  than 
all  relations,  better  than  all  enjoyments,  and  can  not  only 
satisfy,  but  fill  and  overfiow  my  soul,  though  heaven  and 
earth  were  gone. 

Oct,\\ — -Rachel  named  her  child  of  which  she  died,  Beno- 
iii,  the  son  of  my  sorrosv  ;  but  Jacob  would  not  keep  up  the 
remembrance  of  the  death  of  his  beloved  wife,  and  so  he  cal- 
led him  the  son  of  mv  right-hand.  So,  on  theone  hand, I  wish 
not  to  forget  the  afflictions  that  befai  me ;  and,  on  the  other, 
to  acknowledge  al!  the  mercies  of  my  lot. 

Oct,  25. — Yesterday,  the  shocks  of  corn  were  covered  with 
snow,  and  the  growing  corn  that  was  strong  was  laid  flat,  and 
covered  with  snow  ;  and  this  day  it  is  tempestuous  and  rai- 
ny, and  in  some  parts  of  the  country  the  hearvest  is  not 
much  more  than  begun,  and  the  farmers  are  much  afraid  that 
their  corn  will  nut  be  fit  for  seed.  As  I  suffer,  so  [  sympa- 
thize in  tlie  calamity  ;  but  I  observe,  1.  That  judgments  on 
our  substance  are  feit  by  all,  the  saint  not  excepted,  but 
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'g-piiiiual  plagues  are  felt  and  lamented  bj  few;  2.  That 
some  parts  of  the  country  have  escaped  the  stroke  ;  5.  That 
we  are  apt  to  overlook  a  special  providence  in  common  things, 
as  if  he  who  made  the  seasons  did  not  over-rule  them  ;  4, 
We  are  more  prone  to  mnurii  for  what  we  have  lost,  than  to 
be  thankful  for  wiiatis  left,  thougii  by  sin  we  have  forfeited 
ail  ;  5.  That  the  saint  is  ?afe  in  all,  for  in  famine  lie  has  a 
promise  to  be  fed  ;  and  even  though  he  should  die  of  hunger, 
deatii,  like  a  servant,  would  oaly  set  iiim  down  at  the  board 
of  glory,  to  feast  for  ever  on  royal  dainties  :  6.  Ti:at  to  be 
stupid  and  insensible  under  a  stroke,  is  a  sin  on  the  one 
h'^.nd,  as  it  is  on  the  other  to  despond.  Now,  though,  for  mine 
own  sake,  the  sake  of  the  poor,  and  of  a  whole  country-side, 
I  impioie  favourable  weaih^^r  ;  yd  if  it  were  said  I  should 
have  mv  will  in  tiie  v.eat'ner,  1  would  roll  all  over  on  an  un- 
erring provid*?nce,  though  he  should  be  pleased  that  my 
5vhole  crop  should  rot,  for  it  would  be  but  tiie  Cimstisement 
of  a  fatlier,  not  of  a  cruel  one  ;  more  so  if  my  soul  might  stiH 
feast  on  eternal  love. 

Oct,  SI. — It  was  a  very  hard  frost,  and, 

^'*uv.  2. — Much  snow  fell,  but  in  some  parts  it  subsided 
greatly,  and  in  x)V:\ec  parts  the  snow  covered  the  growing 
corn,  that  it  could  not  be  cut  down. — A  moving  sigh. t  in- 
deed .' 

A^ov.  12. — Two  days  ago  it  began  to  thaw,  and  this  day  is 
a  great  thaw,  with  wind  and  rain.  Many  pototoes  are  not 
dug  up,  and  almost  g0:ie  v»'ith  the  frost,  which  will  be  felt  by 
many  families.  And  too  many  are  like  to  cry  out  against 
providence,  whereas  we  should  condemn  ourselves,  for  we 
have  sinned,  and  have  not  served  him  in  the  abuiidance  of  all 
thin;;3,  and  theiefore  he  is  seniling  cleanness  of  teeth.  O 
ho  A  vain  ail  earthly  things  !  t!\is  crop  was  very  s:i'eat,  and 
pi  oniised  plenty,  but  is  come  to  little.  I  desire  to  reprove 
m}  aolf  for  carnality^  and  too  much  looking  to  second  causes; 
avA  I  biess  God  that  I  can  say,  "Thy  will  be  done  ;"  and 
though  every  thing  in  the  world  should  g  j  to  ruin,  still  I  w  ill 
rej.icein  the  Lord,  and  joy  in  the  God  of  my  salvation. 

!):'€.  3. — The  more  we  concern  ourselves  with  the  thing? 
of  time,  the  more  we  are  disappointed  ;  but  the  more  we  mind 
heavenly  things,  the  better  it  shall  go  with  our  souls.  God 
is  such  a  portion  to  his  people,  that  they  are  rich  in  the 
midat  of  want,  and  content  m  eve»^  condition.  I  have  takea 
God  for  my  portion,  my  govewior,  my  guide  and  my  direc- 
tor m  all  doings  ;  and  it  is  just,  when  I  let  liinigo  in  aiiy  of 
these  respectsi- that  things^  go  i^  with  tiie*^ 
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Dec.  23. — I  seek  not  to  be  rick  in  the  world,  but  to  be  rich 
in  faith  ;  and  this  day  it  has  been  to  me  according  to  mv 
faith.  O  to  trust  in  him  at  all  times,  and  to  believe  that  he 
is  God  ! 

Dec.  31. — It  has  pleased  God  to  permit  me  to  be  defraud- 
ed of  a  certain  sum  by  an  unjust  person  ;  but  I  rather  pitj 
than  rage  at  my  adversarj'^ ;  for  when  I  iook  forward  a  few 
years,  and  see  us  both  stand  at  the  great  tribunal,  no  losses 
will  disturb  me,and  no  gains  will  advantage  him.  The  Chal- 
deans and  Sabeans  violently  spoiled  Job,  and  yet  he  looks 
beyond  the  instruments,  and  says,  God  has  taken  away,  bles- 
sed be  his  name.  So  I  desire  to  see  God  in  all,  who  can 
spoil  my  crop  by  frost,  or  my  substance  by  the  fraudulent 
dealer, or  by  water,  or  by  fire;  but,  blessed  be  his  name,  T 
have  a  treasure  which  can  neither  drown,  nor  burn,  nor  be 
Irost-bitten,  nor  be  taken  away  by  the  deceit  of  law,  or  the 
injustice  of  the  wicked.  This  year  1  have  met  with  so  many 
losses,  (nor  am  without  the  fear  of  more)  that  I  have  nothing 
for  it  but  an  entire  resignation  to  the  divine  disposal,  and 
strong  faith  in  my  divine  Rock,  God  lives,  1  care  not  who 
die:  God  rules,  let  all  nature  reel  in  confusion.  Though! 
see  nothing  but  difficulties  and  darkness  before  me,  well  may 
my  faith  act  on  him  who  is  omniscient  to  foresee,  and  omni- 
potent to  perform  all  things;  and  the  more  purely  I  rely  on 
God  above  and  beyond  means,  (neither  neglecting  nor  des- 
pising the  use  of  them,)  the  more  is  my  faith  of  the  right  kind, 
and  the  more  is  God  honoured. 

Jan.  7y  1783. — I  kept  the  forenoon  as  a  personal  fast,  on 
i?iany  accounts,and  could  not  but  observe,  that  Psal.cxi.was 
the  ordinary  family  worship,  *'Hegiveth  meat  unto  all  those 
that  truly  do  him  fear,"  and  the  chapter  was  Jer.  xvii.  7.— 
"  Blessed  is  the  man  that  trusteth  in  the  Lord,  and  whose 
hope  the  Lord  is."     These  promises  were  food  to  my  faith. 

Fe6  8.r— The  price  of  grain  fell  a  little,  and  plenty  was 
imported.  Let  his  name  be  blessed,  and  the  poor  praise 
him .' 

In  something  I  had  an  eye  to,  I  am  disappointed;  but  l 
am  resolved  now  never  to  be  disappointed,  but  to  approve  of 
every  providence.  Why  do  I  acknowledge  him  in  all  my 
ways,  if  I  will  not  allow  him  to  direct  my  steps  ?  Why  do 
I  ask  counsel  of  him,  and  y^i  murmur  at  his  providence? 
I  have  this  kind  providence  to  observe  in  common  things; 
and  he  that  rules  ia  one  thing  rules  in  all.  But  I  am  angry 
at  myself,  that  in  any  thing  I  should  sin  against  this  gra« 
raous  God, 
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Feb,  14. — I  have  often  observed,  that  if  harassing  and 
disquieting  affairs  came  upon  me  at  any  time,  it  was  about 
sacred  times  and  holy  solemnities:  and  so  it  fell  out  at  this 
time,  two  days  before  our  sacra'.aeiit ;  but  still  mv  mind 
was  serene,  and  I  had  the  (nhh  that  GotI,  who  gave  his  Son 
for  me,  would  set  bousuls  to  the  wrath  of  man.  And  O  how- 
light  is  the  wrath  of  man,  when  the  soul  is  delivered  fioin 
evei-y  spark  of  ilivine  wrath  ! 

jVlurch  23.— Mmy  a  methoil  do'2s  Pleavcn  try  to  wean 
n?  from  our  love  tu  this  vain  world,  to  this  vexatious  life. 
Our  flowery  co.nforts  are  always  attended  with  thorns  and 
prickles,  and  our  best  earthly  bl-.-ssiugs  have  always  some- 
thip.g  embittering  about  theni.  Thus  the  deatii  of  religious 
and  agreeable  relations  leaves  a  lasting  smart,  and  yet  vve 
strike  our  roots  deep  in  that  earth,  which,  bein^  under  tlie 
curse,  can  yield  nothing  but  briars  and  thorns.  The  storms 
that  rufne  my  abode,  the  (lisappoii;tments  1  daily  meet  with, 
are  kiaciiy  designed  to  call  to  my  mind,  and  to  dispose  an(i 
prepare  me  for  my  departure.  "And  yet  how  deaf  am  I  to 
these  monitors !  Bat  when  anxious  cares,  and  vain  and- 
wanderino;  thoughts,  vex  in  sacred  times,  vvSien  temptations 
assault,  and  sin^gat'scrs  strength,  and  the  Comforter  that 
should  relieve  my  soul  is  far  from  me.  because  I  have  sin- 
ned him  away,  t^:en  I  grow  weary  of  the  world,  and  say  of 
life,  I  lothe  it,  I  woukfnot  live  alway.  I  think  I  could  spin 
out  a  life  in  the  midst  of  every  disaster,  but  I  cannot  endure 
a  life  of  sinning  or  estrangement  from  God. 

Jipril  26.— God  is  pleased  sometimes  to  delay  giving  what 
is  needful  till  the  last,  to  exercise  our  faith,  our  patience, 
und  resignation  ;  and  though  the  things  may  fee  of  a  com- 
mon nature,  y^U  to  an  observing  eye,  there  is  a  beautiful 
concurrence  of  providences,  all  wisely  ordered  by  him,  with- 
out whom  a  sparrow  or  a  hair  cannot  fall  to  the  ground. — 
My  anxious  cares  proiit  me  nothing,  but  the  heavenly  care 
supplies  all  my  wants 

July  4. — I  desire  toacknov/ledge  the  kindness  of  Heaven 
in  al!  things.  Ohovv  sweet  are  those  mercies  that  come  as 
returns  of  prayer!  and  as  God  is  the  God  of  all  mercies,  I 
may  expect  that  he  that  gives  me  one  mercy  at  a  needful 
time,  will  give  me  another  when  the  fit  time  comes ;  and 
the  more  »o,  since  lie  has  given  me  Christ,  the  sum  of  all 
mercies. 

Aug.  10. — O  what  vile,  vain,  wicked  thoughts  dance  in 
my  mind  sometimes,  amidst  religious  exercises  !  This  I  say, 
He  is  a  thoughtless  Christian  that  thrnks  little  of  the  sin  of 
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his  thoug-ats ;  but  my  comfort  is,  a  gracious  Saviour  can 
clgAcs^  from  secret  faults,  as  v»eli  as  keep  back  from  pre- 
-sumptuous  sin. 

Oct.  27. — As  last  season  Heaven  was  pleased  to  send  a 
stroke  on  the  land,  so  this  year  he  has  been  pleased  to  bless  ; 
and  n^any  kind  providences  I  observe.  1.  Peace  was  res- 
tored at  this  t\mQ,  by  which  pease  purchased  for  the  use  of 
the  navy  were  imported  to  this  country  ;  and,  though  dear, 
and  sometimes  scarce,  yet  grain  of  all  kinds  was  plentiful- 
ly imported.  2.  Tliough  the^  grain  here  was  bad,  yet  no  dis*' 
eases  followed,  5.  Though  less  was  sown  than  usual,  yet 
the  crop  was  good.  4.  Though  much  frosted  corn  vas 
sown,  yet  the  season  being  fine,  the  produce  was  better 
than  expected.  5.  Of  potatoes  there  was  a  large  crop,  and 
all  got  up  without  frost.  (:.  Though  often  frost  fell  at  night 
or  in  the  morning,  yet  it  was  always  fvoisl^  by  day,  so  that 
nothing  was  hurt;  and  though  the  crop  v/asvery  late  tliis 
season,  yet  Heaven  watched  over  it  for  good. 

Now,  as  a  whole  land  has  seen  his  kindness,  0  that  all 
ranks  would  turn  to  h:m  /' 

JSTov.  16. — Wb.en  come  home  from  setMnon,  br-ing  a  cold 
day,  I  feel  very  sleepv^  and  could  not  improve  the  blessed 
day  as  I  should  ;  but  O  happy  day  .'  when,  iVee  from  sin  and 
f;;om  infirmity,  I  shall  be  all  vigour  in  his  divine  presence, 
shall  never  rest,  yet  never  be  v/eary ! 

Dec.  8. — Being  returned  home  from  attending  at  a  sacra- 
mental solemnity,  my  first  news  were  some  disasters  and 
seeming  worldly  losses.  But  my  soul  is  composed,  chear- 
ful,  and  serene,  since  nothing  in  the  world  is  either  my 
chief  joy,  or  chief  good. 

Dec,  16. — The  providences  of  my  lot  are  amazing  and 
wonderful,  and  supply  the  present  necessity  in  a  manner 
that  bidsy  that  commands  me  to  hope  for  the  future,  and  to 
cast  all  my  cares  on  him  wlio  careth  for  me .' 

^ipril  6, 1784. — 1  think,  of  all  the  enemies  to  the  spiritual 
life,  worldly  cares  are  the  worst ;  they  come  in  so  many 
shapes,  and  from  so  many  quarters,  and  under  such  fair 
pretences,  a  lawful  care  to  proi-ldefor  oitr  family,  and  to 
deal  justly  with  others  ;  and  thus  they  consume  our  thoughts, 
and  engage  our  meditations  to  the  things  of  time,  while 
heavenly  concerns  are  shut  out.  Therefore,  with  Agur, 
would  1  pray,  •'  Give  me  neither  poverty  nor  riches." 

June  16. — I  ask,  and  dare  hardly  ask,  lest  I  ask  amiss; 
therefore  I  ask  all  temporal  good  things  with  submission, 
and  v/oukl  v> ish  to  sav,  Give  what  thou  v.ilt,  give  how  thou 
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wilt,  and  give  when  thou  wilt.  This  in  all  things  shall  not 
only  silence,  but  support  me,  that  it  is  the  Lord  that  chuses 
and  refuses  for  me. 

Oto  arrive  at  heaven  v/ith  a  soul  flaming  with  love,  and 
well  acquainted  with  the  work  of  the  place  ! 

Oct  5.— I  am  afraid  that  my  love  has  not  that  ardour,  nor 
my  devotion  that  edge,  which  they  should  have,  or  had  oace- 
a-day.  O  quicksju  and  revive  me,  and  shed  t!iy  love  abroad 
in  my  heart  I 

Oct.  17. — Alas  !  on  a  view  of  my  life  and  conversation,  I 
think  it  is  a  dreadful  contradiction  ;  for  instead  of  running 
the  race  that  is  set  before  me,  i  sigh  and  go  backward; 
instead  of  having  my  face  heavenward,  and  my  back  towards 
the  wilderness,  I  have  my  back  to  heaven,  and  my  face 
heart,  and  affections  towards  this  vvorld.  I  call  evil  good, 
and  good  evil.  I  put  light  for  darkness,  and  darkness  for 
light.  I  am  careful  for  my  body,  as  if  it  were  my  soul  i 
and  careless  of  my  soul,  as  if  it  were  but  my  body:  I  put 
time  in  the  place  of  eternity,  and  the  creature  in  the  room 
of  God. 

^.lug.'ZS,  1785. — My  heart,  which  at  all  times  siiould  be  a 
garden  inclosed  for  none  but  my  Beloved  to  walk  in,  alas  I 
tnis  day  has  been  as  a  vineyard  whose  hedge  is  broken  . 
down,  so  that  the  boar  of  the  forest,  and  the  wild  b^ast  of 
the  tield,  waste  it  at  their  pleasure.  Vain  ti-ouglits,  like  an 
herd  of  untamed  brutes,  run  hither  and  thLiher,  and  my 
poor  soul  is  ail  dismay.  O  for  pity  and  compassion  to  my 
case  ! 

Oct  26 — In  some  turns  of  ray  lot  lean  say,  "  This  is  the 
finger  of  God.'*  And  vv  hen  I  appeal  to  God  for  the  integri- 
ty of  mine  actions,  I  ca!i  plead,  and  I  expect  to  be  heard, 
that  the  curse  causeless  may  not  come. 

wYoL'.  l6. — As  it  iiad  pleased  Providence  to  take  away  my 
^vife  about  four  years  ago,  so  it  pleased  him  to  bestow  an- 
other on  me  attiiis  time;  and  as  I  wished  never  to  be  une- 
qually yoked  with  unbelievers,  so  the  woman  I  got  now  has 
the  appearance  of  religion.  But  I  trust  more  to  the  kind- 
ness of  iieaven,  than  to  my  own  sagacity. 

Jan.  10,  1786. — Amidst  all  things  ifi  a  world,  I  have  only 
one  requfsr,  that  all  iny  near  friends  mav  be  the  fearers  of 
God.  I  desire  to  come  with  a  strong  fliith  to  the  God  of  all 
grace  for  my  poor  friends.  0  to  see  some  marks  of  grace, 
some  real  n:arks  of  religion  .' 

Jpril  4. — It  is  better  to  go  to  a  throne  of  grace  for  every 
thing  1  want,  th^n  any  where  else  ;  I  come  therefore  to  the 
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God  of  all  grace,  for  grace,  the  best  of  blessings,  to  mv 
nearest  friends,  to  the  wife  of  mj  bosom,  and  the  child  of 
my  own  bowels. 

May  13.— Mv  child  is  learning  to  read  the  Bible,  and  io 
get  the  shorter  Catech:sm  by  heart,  and  I  implore  a  bless- 
ing on  her  education,  that  she  may  be  able  to  search  the 
scriptures ,  which  testify  of  Christ. 

lu  what  danger  does  a  traveller  to  heaven  pursue  his 
journey.  1  hough  there  were  no  tempter  to  way-lay  him, 
jet  his  impediments  may  be  many;  some  from  his  constitu- 
tion, as  he  may  be  fiery  or  fretful,  which  in  his  cooler  mo- 
ments vviil  give  him  pain ;  or  from  his  connections,  when 
any  ot  them  are  either  profane,  or  loiterers  in  the  ways  of 
f  J  arid,  finally,  from  his  very  state,  whether  his  circum- 
stances be  affluent  or  indigent,  as,  white  in  the  body,  the 
cares  and  solicitude  with  which  we  are  pestered  are  often 
very  great,  so  great,  that,  alas.'  with  me,  eternity  seems  to 
De  swallowed  up  of  time,  whereas  time  should  be  swallowed 
y^l^tenuty^  but  grace  shall  shine  triumphant  at  last,  and 
Shall  bring  the^  traveller  in  safety  to  the  knd  of  glory. 

June  SO.— Common  providence  will  sometimes  add  sum 
to  sum  on  carnal  men,  but  the  child  of  God  feels  no  disquiet. 
iNo  degree  of  poverty  will  affect  my  future  state,  or  barmy 
soul  from  heavenly  bliss  ;  but  riches  obtained  by  profaning 
the  .Sabbath,  and  sinning  against  God,  like  Elijah's  little 
cloud,  will  darken  my  whole  heaven,  and  pursue  me  wilh 
storm  and  tempest, through  eternity  itself. 
_  Sept.i.-^lt  is  a  shame"  for  the  child  of  God  not  to  believe 
i«  tnQ  bounty,  and  in  the  blessing  of  providence;  by  the 
blessing  of  providence  I  mean,  that  two  men  whose  families 
arealike  numerous,  of  the  same  station,  and  whose  incomes 
are  equal,  yet  the  one  shall  be  in  easy,  and  the  other  in 
pinching  circumstances.  However,  on  the  other  hand, 
pinching  circumstances  are  no  sign  that  one  is  not  the  fa- 
vourite of  Heaven  ;  for  even  our  Saviour,  the  Father's  weli- 
neloved,  in  our  Vvorld  had  not  where  to  lay  his  head. 

Sept.  9.— It  is  common  to  come  with  our  afflictions  and 
troubles  to  a  throne  of  grace  to  get  them  removed,  or  to  be 
supported  under  them  ;  but  we  should  also  bring  our  bless- 
ings there  to  get  them  sanctified.  Then  I  desfre  to  bless 
God  for  a  living  mother  and  a  living  child,  and  to  implore 
grace,  the  best  of  blessings,  on  both  their  souls.  The  child 
3s  strong,  but  the  dear  mother  has  suffered  much.  In  the 
natural  birth  the  poor  Avoman  only  can  travail,  but  both  pa- 
rents siiould  ti  ayail  m  birih  till  Christ  be  formed  in  them. 
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Alas  /  how  little  do  I  know  of  mental  pangs,  strong  actings 
of  faith,  constant  strug^lings  in  prayer,  and  exhorting  and 
instructing  them  as  they  grow  up  / 

Sept.  17. — Our  child  was  baptised,  and  so  declared  a  mem- 
ber of  the  church  visible.  O  that  she  also  may  be  a  member 
of  the  church  invisible  1  To  go  through  the  ceremony,  or  the 
visible  part  of  the  sacrament,  is  easy  ;  but  let  me  mind  that 
the  vows  lie  on  me  as  long  as  my  children  are  lent  to  me, 
or  I  spared  with  them ;  and  may  I,  and  the  tender-hearted 
mother,  never  forg(^t  that  this  child  is  but  a  loan,  and  may 
be  called  for  whenever  Sovereign  Wisdom  pleases. 

J\'*ov.  7. — When  this,  and  that,  and  the  other  friend  proves 
false,  it  gives  me  great  comfort  that  there  is  a  friend  that 
sticketh  closer  than  a  brother,  and  that  he  is  better  than  all 
other  friends,  and  that  such  a  friend  is  mine. 

June  5,  1787. — I  continue  my  complaint  of  carking  cares, 
and  earthly  concerns.  O  to  obtain  the  victory  over  this 
beast,  which  gets  its  mark  imprinted,  not  only  on  my  hand, 
but  in  my  head  and  heart/  It  will  be  an  happy  day  in  the 
church,  when  Babylon  shall  fall,  arfd  rise  no  more:  and  a 
happy  day  in  the  Christian's  soul,  v/hen  sin,  Satan,  and  the 
-ivorld,  shall  be  cast  dov/n,  and  rise  no  more  at  all.'  What 
cheerful  songs  and  sweet  hosannahs  will  I  raise  to  my  di- 
vine Deliverer  on  that  day  ! 

June  22,  1788. — Heaven  has  been  pleased  this  day  to 
bring  my  wife  in  an  easy  manner  through  child-birth,  and 
to  bless  my  family  with  a  living  mother,  and  a  living  child. 
With  Jacob  I  would  say,  The  God  that  fed  me  all  my  life 
long  unto  this  day,  the  Angel  that  redeemed  me  from  all 
evil,  bless  the  lad,  and  let  a  better  name  than  the  name  of 
my  ancestors  be  named  on  him ;  and  let  him  have  a  name 
among  the  living  in  the  New-Jerusalem  above ;  and  as  he 
is  come  into  our  world  on  the  Sabbath,  so,  when  taken  out 
of  it,  may  he  enter  on  an  eternal  Sabbath  of  rest. 

May  5,  1789. — So  full  is  my  dependance  on  divine  Pro- 
vidence, so  strong  is  my  faith  that  God  will  give  what  is 
good,  and  do  what  is  best  for  me,  that  my  mind  is  serene 
and  tranquil. 

July  30. — Though  far  advanced  in  years,  yet  being  pro- 
perly called,  and  being  willing  to  accept  of  the  least  office- 
in  the  church  of  Christ,  I  have  been  admitted  an  elder.  O 
to  set  the  glory  of  God  before  me  in  all  things  !  and  may  I 
be  helped  to  walk  according  to  my  engagements. 

March  2. — In  some  things,  I  see  the  deceit  and  partiality 
of  men ;  but  that  they  and  their  very  actions  are  under  the 
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government  of  Heaven,  composes  me  ;  and  what  I  look, 
upon  as  a  present  disappointment,  and  a  present  loss,  may 
turn  out  for  mj  future  advantage  and  gain,  at  least  shall 
let  me  see  the  vanity  of  this  world. 

Satan  is  the  accuser  of  the  brethren,  and,  when  permitted, 
how  b'laik  would  he  make  even  the  saints,  not  only  to  one 
another,  and  to  the  church,  but  to  the  heavenly  Father  him- 
self; but  what  a  comfort  that  the  divine  Intercessor  answers 
all  his  accusations,  maintains  their  cause  before  the  throne, 
and  will  at  length  bring  forth  their  judgment  like  the  noon- 
day ! 

From  the  history  of  the  Jews  in  Esther,  may  I  not  learn, 
that  Providence  baffles  all  the  wisdom  and  devices  of  men  ; 
— that  sinners  often  make  their  oun  snares,  and  fall  into 
the  pit  which  they  have  digged ; — that  the  wicked  can  be 
brought  down  from  their  highest  station,  and  that  suddenly, 
as  it  were  in  a  moment ; — that  the  church  and  peo[)le  of  God 
can  be  as  suddenly  brought  out  of  distress  ; — and  that  all 
this  can  be  done  by  very  unlikely  means,  that  God  the  glo- 
rious worker  may  have  all  tiie  praise?  Now,  way  is  sucli  a 
history  preserved  in  the  sacred  records,  but  that  God  may 
be  glorified,  and  his  people  supported  under  all  their  pres- 
sures, since  God  changeth  not? 

March  24. — Two  flays  ago  my  wife  was  safely  delivered 
of  a  fine  boy,  and  both  are  in  a  fair  way  of  doing  well.  Here 
I  would  desire  to  act  fiiith  on  God  in  a  double  respect ;  as 
the  God  of  nature,  that  he  shall  not  want  food  and  raiment ; 
and  as  the  God  of  grace,  that  he  sliall  have  an  inheritance 
among  them  that  are  sanctified.  Many  a  parent  has  lament-^ 
ed  that  ever  such  a  son  was  born,  and  has  had  good  cause  so 
to  do.  The  fear  of  this  may  keep  me  humble;  but  as  race 
unto  race  shall  praise  him,  and  my  child  may  be  among  the 
happy  number,  in  hope  of  this  I  am  thankful. 

Jliay  14. — Yesterday  my  son  was  baptised,  and  I  again  de- 
voted all  my  family  to  God,  and  plead  his  promise,  "  I  will 
establish  my  covenant  between  me  and  thee,  and  thy  seed 
after  thee,  in  their  generations,  for  an  everlasting  covenant, 
to  be  a  God  to  thee,  and  to  thy  seed  after  thee.''  How  com- 
fortable such  vv'ords  from  the  everlasting  God  .'  Let  others 
lay  up  sums  for  their  sons,  and  son's  sons,  to  many  genera- 
tions, but  let  my  oflspring  be  interested  in  this  everiasting 
covenant,  till  the  race  grows  extinct,  or  time  expires.  This 
is  all  my  desire,  and  all  my  request;  and  0  to  act  a  faith 
extensive  as  the  promise,  and  stable  as  the  truth  of  the  Pro- 
miser  !  Why  should  I  circumscribe  the  grace  of  the  promise, 
t)r  doubt  the  veracity  of  the  Promiser  ? 
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Saiu  4,  irOl. — When  I  consider  the  flight  of  time,  I  see- 
that  all  created  things  must  soon  be  concealed  in  impenetra- 
ble darkness,  and  then  the  worldling's  heaven  must  dissolve 
in  smoke  ;  but  as  the  rising  sun  gild.s  the  tops  of  the  moun- 
tains, so  at  this  period  the  heavenly  glory  shall  spread  a  beau- 
ty on  all  around,  and  then  the  heaven  of  the  saints  shall  un- 
fold with  every  felicity  that  finite  souls  can  enjoy,  or  God 
Gtin  bestow. 

Jan.  13. — Trading  people  balance  their  books  at  the  end 
of  the  year,  and  compare  their  state  with  former  years,  and 
50  know  wiiether  they  make  profit  or  loss  ;  so  should  I,  not 
only  at  the  end  of  a  year,  but  when  the  end  of  my  life  cannot 
be  far  away.  Thirty  years  ago,  my  evidences  for  the  heaven- 
ly glory  seemed  solid,  clear,  and  comforting  ;  andt'iaughmy 
shortcomings  and  backslidings  have  been  many,  yet  he  rests 
in  ids  love,  and  even  to  hoar  hairs  he  will  carry.     But  when 
i  look  round  tlie  world,  I  find  some  v,  ho  can  talk  of  death  and 
a  future  state  uith  all  the  composure  of  a  real  Christian,  and 
yet  I  durst  not  wish  my  soul  in  their  soul's  stead.     Now, 
there  must  be  some  dreadful  mistake  here,  even  in  the  great 
concerns  of  their  immortal  souls.     And  lest  1  fall  into  the 
same  error,  let  me  examine  all  again.    As  I  may  persuade 
n^yself,  that  I  believe  on  Jesus,  and  therefore  all  is  safe,  let 
me  see  if  my  faith  be  a  dead  faith,  being  without  works,  or 
if  it  works  by  love  ;  the  tree  is  known  by  the  fruit.     Again, 
if  the  world  has  all  my  love,  and  if  my  supreme  delight  be  in 
the  creature,  whatever  I  may  pretend  to,  the  love  of  the  Fa- 
ther is  not  in  me.     If  I  can  willingly  defraud,  though  under 
the  mask  of  fair  dealing,  that  is,  sell  to  an  ignorant  person, 
or  to  one  that  must  needs  purchase,  any  commodity  above 
its  real  value,  and  v.'hich  I  perfectly   know  to  be  so;  or  if  I 
buy  any  thing  below  its  real  value,  taking  advantage  of  the 
seller's  ignorance  or  necessity ;  or,  by  any  quirk  of  law,  evade 
the  paying  of  a  just  debt ;  or  go  to  the  rigor  of  the  lav/  to  op- 
press a  poor  opponent  or  to  gratify  private  revenge  ;  what- 
ever  I  may  pretend  to,  these  are  not  the  spots  of  God's  chil- 
dren.    If  i  can  give  up  with  famviy-worship  for  a  while,  be- 
cause some  are  my  guests  that  are  not  accustomed  to  call  up- 
on God;  if  I  can  mingle  in  carnal  discourse  on  the  Lord's 
day,  when  in  carnal   company,  though  seemingly  very  cir- 
cumspect when  among  the  saints,  whatever  I  may  dream,  my 
heart  is  not  right  with  God.  If  I  can  keep  company  with  the 
profane,  associate  with  blasphemer's  of  God's  name,  and  pay 
friendly  visits  to  the  most  irreligious  wretches,  without  any 
c'ilL  with  whatever  calmness  1  may  talk  of  death  and  the 
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world  to  come,  surely  this  is  not  the  waj  to  prepare  for'el-. 
ther. 

Feb,  27.--What  a  sudden  and  astonishing  transition  awaits 
me  from  time  to  eternity,  from  the  material  to  the  spiritual 
world  !  to-day  engaged  in  the  affairs  of  life,  and  conveising 
with  my  friends,  and  to-morrow  surrounded  with  miilioiiso? 
spirits,  associated  with  angels,  and  employed  in  everlasting 
concerns.'  It  will,  therefore,  be  my  wisdom  daily  to  take 
farewell  of  the  things  of  time,  and  get  more  and  more  ac- 
quainted with  the  eternal  state. 

July  SO.— -To  live  separated  from  our  dearest  friends,  to 
dwell  at  a  distance  from  God,  and  to  have  the  world  rolling 
in  our  minds,  and  created  concerns  engrossing  our  thoughts^, 
is  not  like  an  heir  of  God,  an  expectant  of  glory ;  and  sucli 
a  situation  may  make  us  long  for  the  happy  period  of  our  de- 
parture, when  we  shall  flee  into  the  immediate  enjoyment 
of  God,  and  in  our  adorations  rise  to  the  ardour  ofangels,  and 
the  glow  of  seraphims.  Had  I  any  right  apprehension  of  the 
eternal  enjoyment  of  God,  I  would  meditate  more  on  it,  and 
long  more  after  it,  and,  in  midst  of  all  present  disasters,  re- 
joice in  the  prospect  of  it. 

Sept  1. — Whde  I  might  wish  to  change  some  things  in 
my  situation  in  life,  I  reflect  that  the  wisdom  of  that  graci^ 
ous  God  that  rules  for  me  is  so  perfect,  that  any  other  situ- 
ation in  life  would  not  be  good  for  me.  Now,  though  I  can- 
not see  how  such  and  such  circumstances  should  hurt  me 
more  than  others  that  are  in  these  very  circumstances,  yet 
his  wisdom  is  a  thousand  time*  more  than  mine  ;  and  if  he 
sees  it,  that  should  silence  me.  Moreover,  I  would  adore 
his  sovereignty,  and  submit  to  his  disposal  in  all  things,  just 
because  he  disposes  all  things. 

_  Oct.  £0. — In  the  midst  of  some  kind  and  unexpected  pro- 
vidences, for  which  my  heart  is  filled  with  gratitude,  I  con- 
demn myself,  that  for  the  best  of  all  blessings,  the  greatest 
of  all  gifts,  even  Christ,  the  unspeakable  gift  of  God,  mvsoul 
IS  not  always  filled  with  glowing  gratitude,  and  a  lively  *^sense 
of  heavenly  kindness. 

•JS'*ov.  24. — Some  days  ago  my  youngest  son  was  very  ill 
so  iil  that  I  had  great  fears,  and  I  condemn  myself  that  I 
held  the  grip  so  fast,  and  I  had  great  struggling  between  af- 
fection and  resignation,  between  sense  and  faith  ;  however, 
kind  Heaven  has  given  him  perfect  recovery,  for  which  I  de- 
sire to  bless  his  holy  name, 

Jan.  28,  1792. — It  is  the  duty  of  every  living  man,  to  ac- 
knowledge the  goodness  of  God  in  continuing  him  in  life. 
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and  crowning  him  with  blessings  ;  mere  so  of  the  Christiaa 
to  have  his  heart  full  of  gratitude,  if  enabled  to  live  a  life  of 
faith  on  the  unseen  Jesus,  and  to  have  his  graces,  like  the 
fire  of  the  altar,  always  burning  heavenward.  But,  O  !  what 
glowing  gratitude,  joy,  and  rapture,  will  till  my  whole  soul 
in  heaven,  to  find  myself  enjoying  a  life  of  communion  with 
a  three-one  God,  and  that  through  all  eternity/ 

Feb.  23. — What  continual  cause  of  joy  has  the  child  of 
God,  who  can  say  in  faith,  amidst  cares  and  crosses  of  ev- 
ery kind.  Thou  art  the  guard  of  my  youth  and  riper  years, 
the  length  of  my  days,  the  light  of  mine  eyes,  the  joy  of 
mine  heart,  the  life  of  my  soul,  the  rock  of  ray  salvation, 
and,  in  a  word,  my  God,  and  my  all  I 

dpril  9A. — Though  I  am  travelling  through  an  enemy's 
country,  beset  with  dangers,  and  surrounded  with  difficul- 
ties, yet  owing  to  the  wisdom  of  my  heavenly  guide,  and 
the  omnipotence  of  my  divine  guard,  I  am  always  safe,  and 
shall  finish  my  course  with  joy  ;  and  when  my  race  is  end- 
ed, I  shall  obtain  the  crown.  O  how  comforting  this  /  when 
I  see  many  that  started  fair  for  the  heavenly  prize,  stumble 
and  fall  in  their  race,  have  their  bones  bruised  and  broken, 
and  hard  to  say  whether  they  shall  ever  rise  again,  and  run 
any  more.  But,  O  !  what  shall  I  say  when  1  reflect  on  this 
that  the  nearer  any  body  comes  to  its  centre,  us  motion  is 
always  swifter ;  and  the  nearer  a  river  comes  to  tiie  ocean, 
it  is  always  larger  and  larger;  but,  though  noiv  near  the  o- 
cean  of  eternity,  and  the  centre  of  everlasting  rest,  alas  / 
how  siow  is  my  motion  heavenward,  how  torpid  my  love, 
and  how  languid  my  desires  after  the  eternal  enjoynient  of 
God  !  But,  O  happy  day  I  when  in  the  blissful  state  I  shall 
approach  nearer  and  nearer  to  God,  and  the  nearer  I  ap- 
proach, my  motion  towards  him  shall  be  swifter  and  swifter 
and  the  more  I  know  and  love  him,  my  soul  will  be  enlarged 
and  captivated  to  know  and  love  riim  still  the  more. 

July  3. — [  have  been  lonj^  tiiy  servant,  and  have  found 
thee  the  best  of  masters,  thoug^i  I  have  bQen  an  unprofitable 
servant.  And  after  a  forty  years  service  or  more,  0  Lord,  I 
would  fain  threap  kii.dnes-,  and  claim  relation  :  "  I  am  thy 
servant,  the  son  of  thine  hand-maid ;  tarn  hast  loosed  my 
bands."  And  as  I  can  say,  I  love  my  ma^tej  and  his  ser- 
vice, 1  love  the  couneciious  ot  his  family,  my  feliowservints, 
saints,  and  angels  ;  so  I  can  never  change  my  service,  nor 
Lidge  under  another  roof.  I  am  willing  to  ha\e  mv  ears  bo- 
red to  his  door  post,  and  serve  him  for  ever.  Yea",  I  can  go 
n  step  higlier  than  ths  Hebrew  servant  of  old  ;  for  thougri 
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iieithei  in  the  year  of  release,  nor  in  the  jubilee,  he  did  go 
out,  jet  at  death  he  was  for  ever  free  from  his  master  ;  but 
at  my  death  I  shall  only  go  home  to  serve  him  day  and  night 
in  his  temple.  I  also  devote  all  my  family  to  be  his  servants 
for  ever  and  ever. 

Jnlif  15. — Attending  a  sacramental  solemnity  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, I  was  attacked  with  fits  of  rheumatism  by  inter- 
Tals.  When  we  were  to  go  about  family-worship,  which  was 
my  turn,  I  had  so  much  pain  that  I  could  not  be  composed 
I  earnestly  intreated  God  to  command  relief;  and  he  heard 
me,  for  immediately  I  was  serene,  and  in  perfect  ease.  O  how 
good  a  Master  do  I  serve/  nor  let  this  seem  presumption 
that  God  heard  rae,  for  he  has  done  infinitely  more  for  me, 
even  given  me  his  Son. 

July  28. — How  uncertain  my  present  life,  how  near  to  a 
future  state  am  I  at  all  times  /  ^  But  how  happy  if  the  day  of 
my  dissolution  shall  be  the  day  of  my  glorification  .'  Then, 
though  the  call  may  be  sudden,  my  passage  shall  be  safe,  and 
my  arrival  shall  be  sweet,  and  I  shall  forget,  not  only  my  af- 
flictions, but  all  present  things,  though  crowns  and  kingdoms, 
as  the  sports  of  children,  and  the  amusements  of  school-boySo 
Two  days  ago,  my  youngest  child  seemed  dying  to  all  that 
saw  her;  1  resigned  her  to  God,  and  he  has  graciously  reco- 
vered her.  Eut  henceforth  I  would  wish  to  remember,  that 
all  my  children  are  wa'king  on  the  very  brink  of  eternity, 
and  may  be  called  thither  in  a  moment ;  but  0  may  it  be  to 
tile  eternal  enjoyment  of  God  ! 

Sept.  SO. — The  children  of  Israel  were  typical  of  all  the 
children  of  hope  ;  they  were  not  only  delivered  from  thp  iron- 
furnaces,  the  brick-kilns,  and  the  cruel  taskmasteis,  but  they 
were  brought  into  a  lartd  flawing  with  miik  and  honey,  bles- 
sed with  the  liberty  ol  a  free  people,  allowed  to  sit  cvevy 
man  under  his  vine  and  his  fi^-tree,  and  none  to  make  them 
afraid.  So  the  saints  are  not  only  pre:ierve-'i  from  going  dov/a 
to  the  pit,  delivered  from  the  lov.est  hell,  for  ever  set  free 
from  the  aiiguish  of  damnation,  and  the  agonies  of  consum- 
mate despair,  and  see  the  powers  of  darkness  for  ever  bruis- 
ed under  their  feet,  but  are  planted  in  the  heavenly  Canaan, 
in  the  full  possession  of  all  good,  and  m  the  beatific  vision  and 
full  enjoyment  of  God  and  the  Lamb.  T.iqs  the  poo;  sinner 
has  one  hell  in  the  punishment  of  sense,  while  the  billovvs  of 
divine  wrath  roll  over  his  soul  for  ever;  and  another  hell  in 
the  punishment  of  loss,  on  being  banished  for  ever  from  the 
presence  of  the  Lord,  and  from  the  glory  of  his  power  :  but 
the  saint  has  one  heaven  in  being.  resQUed.  from  such  a  hell. 
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and  another  heavei)  in  being  raised  to  such  a  glory,  and  pos- 
sessed of  such  inconceivable  bliss  ! 

Ja72.lirS3.--In  the  beginning  of  the  vearl  ackno^vledo-e 
thy  kindness  tnrough  all  the  years  of  my  past  life.  I  look 
back  with  wonder  and  gratitude,  1  look  forward  with  hope 
and  conljdence.  I  plead  for  prorection  from  fraud,  and  di- 
rection in  ail  lawful  affairs ;  arid  I  wish  to  cast  mine  eve  a 
little  further,  beyond  ail  created  things,  towards  that  inVisi- 
ble  world  which  I  must  shortly  enter. 

Fe^.  24.— With  what  surprise  will  T  lift  up  mine  eyes  on 
the  heavenly  glories,  and  will  o-aze  with  wonder  on  thp  ra- 
vishing displays  of  inlinite  perfe~ctions  .'  It  is  my  shame^and 
sm  to  know  so  little  of  that  triumphant  state  that  I  am  so 
soon  to  enter  upon  ;  and  the  reason  is,  t!  e  things  of  time  «o 
engross  my  meditations,  that  heavenly  things  are  stranoers 
there.  0  to  be  crucified  to  the  world,  and  to  get  the  world 
crucified  to  me  !  It  will  be  sad,  and  unlike  anjieir  of  hea-v 
ven,  to  dje  with  the  world  in  my  heart;  and  die  I  shorts- 
must  I  have  notliing  to  do  with  such  a  load  of  cares  s^'nce 
allowed,  yea,  called  and  invited,  to  cast  tli^m  all  on  God.  But' 
may  my  v.  hole  soul  open  to  the  joys  of  heaven,  and  the  eter- 
nal enioyment  of  God  I 

.3;?n'/21.— Howcomfortaole  does  religion  make  eld  a-e  ' 
My  strength  may  lail,  mine  eyes  wax  dim,  but  to  be  but  a 
tew  day's  journey  from  my  fadiers  house,  supports  under  aU 
Asas  .'  that  I  should  be  such  a  stranger  to  my  father,  and  my 
father's  house  !  And  how  sad  that  so  manv  should  trn.vH  so 
tar  on  the  road  of  life  together,  and  never  converse  on^  v  ord 
about  the  countrv  whivher  they  arego.n^,  but  some  of  th.m, 
like  chilureii,  find  all  tneir  felicity  in  games,  and  games  that 
serious  persons  will  not  join  in. 

^_  Get.  6.— Sometimes  have  I  promised  mvself,  in  such  -n  or- 
cmanee,  and  at  such  a  sea5on,that  I  should  e.ijov  comriunion 
v/ith  Goa  ;  the  season  has  come,  and  I  have  bee*'n  disappoint- 
ed  :  but  1  have  one  sweet  prospect,  that  there  is  aperJod  not 
far  distant,  waen  I  ssiall  er  jay  (iilL  and  free,  and  uldnterrup- 
Ua  communion  Vvith  God.     l,i  the  heavenly  state  I  ^hall  not 

'T  iTf 'k  '"^^  ??^^  .distracting  thought,  not  a  meditation 
snail  be  barren  of  God. 

Jan.  2,  1794— While  I  am  in  the  body,  it-  is  no  wonder 
tnat  I  begin  the  new  year  with  lamentation,  mourning-,  and 
woe  ,•  but  I  will  begin  the  et.rnal  year  with  songs  and -ha!-.- 
lujahs,  in  which  all  f.rmer  causes  of  grief  will  be  for^^otten. 
Whea  our  near  connections  are  guilty  of  walking  c<^itrarv^ 
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to  the  divine  law  in  any  point,  I  think  this  shoulH  be  the  rule 
of  our  conduct:  1.  In  the  spirit  of  meekness  to  sho^v  them 
their  error.  2.  To  use  gentleness  rather  than  severit3^  S. 
To  bring  their  case  toa  throne  of  grate  ;  for,  though  with  our 
arguments  ^ve  may  silence  them,  yet  we  cunnot  convince 
them;  God  alone  can  reach  the  heart.  4.  To  wait  with  pa- 
tience towards  them,  since  heaven  is  daily  exercising  pati- 
ence to  usalL — I  am  taught  some  noble  lessons  :  1.  To  ex- 
pect no  solid  or  lasting  happiness  in  any  thing  but  in  God. — 
2.  To  see  how  much  we  may  be  mistaken  in  our  opinion  of 
men  and  things.  3.  To  expect  nothing  but  disappointment 
and  pain  in  the  world,  and  so  to  be  prepared  for  misfortunes, 
4.  To  build  upon  no  present  state  of  things  ;  for  a  storm 
may  gather,  and  break  from  the  nearest  point  of  heaven.  5. 
In  whatever  belais  us,  to  acquit  God,  and  condemn  our- 
selves. 6.  Inallthings  to  rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory  of  God, 
who  at  last  will  wipe  all  tears  from  our  eyes,  and  sorrow 
from  our  hearts.  7.  To  search  and  try  ourselves,  to  find 
wherein  we  may  have  offended,  and  provoked  heaven  to  send 
such  and  such  afflictions. 

Jan.  18. — What  a  noble  prospect  opens  to  the  expec- 
tant of  glory  on  the  other  side  of  death,  when  the  soul  shall 
rise  unto  the  full  enjoyment  of  God,  and  all  troubles  of 
lime  shall  be  forgotten  for  ever  !  It  would  be  a  shame  for  an 
heir  of  heaven,  walking  on  the  brink  of  eternity,  to  be  de?pjiU 
ed  of  his  mental  calm,  his  joy  in  God,  for  all  the  storms  t*iat 
earth  and  heil  can  raise  against  him.  But  it  would  be  both 
sm  and  guilt  in  a  saint,  to  see  sin  committed  by  the  instru- 
ment afflicting  him,  and  not  to  feel  that  sin  Ijing  on  his  mind 
like  a  stone,  a  talent  of  lead,  a  mountain,  a  v/orld. 

Between  this  and  the  25th  there  was  a  terrible  storm,  and 
agreatfali  of  snow,  so  thatthe  roads  were  aimos'nmpassib'e. 
On  the  2rth  I  walked  some  miles  into  the  country  with 
great  difficulty,  and  coming  home  after  it  was  dark,  I  lost  my 
way,  though  not  above  amiie  from  home;  then  I  essay^'d  to 
find  the  road,  and  walked  backward  and  forward,  bu^:  in  vain. 
I  came  upon  mosses  covered  with  snov/,  and  often  plunged 
among  hillocks  pretty  deep,  and  wet  my  feet  in  the  water 
below  ;  but  I  fell  into  no  deep  pit.  At  last  I  lost  all  idea  of 
the  airths,  and,  after  wandering  for  hours,  I  made  no  pro- 
c;ress,  and  had  the  mela  icholy  prospect  of  passing  the.  nignt 
Vfithe  open  field,  which  was  fair  indeed,  but  a  severe  frost. — 
I  mads  my  request  to  him  who  in  all  respects  leads  the  blind 
in  a  way  they  know  not.  I  kept  straight  to  where  I  exppct- 
ed  a  house  ;  but  a^ter  walking  about  two  miles  in  the  neigh' 
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bourhood  of  lochs,  which  T  escaped,  over  a  very  fatiguing  sur- 
face in  deep  snow,  I  fell  upon  a  road,  which,  after  walking 
two  miles  more,brought  me  safely  home.  I  wastuU  ofgratitude 
■  when  I  reflected  that  mv  strength  might  have  failed  me,  as  1 
wondered  between  three"  and  fourhours,  often  up  to  the  knees 
in  snow,  or  might  have  fallen  into  some  pit  or  loch,  and  ne- 
■ter  beenseen  more.   0  how  safe  to  dwell  under  the  shadow  ol 

the  Almighty!  x  i         r       •    - 

jTg^.  20.— I  have  in  mine  eye  a  great  number  of  scripture 
examples,  high  in  the  favour  of  heaven,  who  had  in  their  fam- 
ilies uncommon  afflictions.  Adam  loses  a  son  by  the  bloody 
hands  of  a  brother  ;  Noah  pours  a  severe  prophetic  maledic- 
tion on  one  of  his  own  posterity  ;  Aaron  loses  two  of  his  sons, 
consumed  in  the  very  commission  of  their  crimes  ;  the  meek 
Moses  has  to  sustain  the  wrongs  of  a  brother  and  sister  ;  the 
wicked  advice  of  his  wife  would  have  rulHed  the  temper  oi 
any  man  but  Job  ;  Eli  gets  a  doleful  message  of  what  God  in- 
tends to  bring  on  his  house  ;  but  -  it  is  the  Lord"  silences 
him  •  and  David,  the  man  of  God,  has  so  many  out-breakmgs 
in  his  family,  that  on  his  death-bed  he  complains  that  his 
house  is  not  so  with  God.  -,     ,    ,,    n    , 

May  18.— On  mv  entrance  into  heaven,  I  shall  find  a 
sweet  change,  not  only  of  my  state,  but  of  the  frame  of  m^^ 
soul  ;  every  faculty  shall  be  full  of  God,  and  every  power  of 
souLshall  centre  in  God.  What  a  pleasant  prospect  this  to 
thepoor  saint,  that  is  daily  harassed  with  worldly  thoughts, 
and  a  wandering  heart,  and  at  his  best  times  buffeted  by  the 
errand  enemy  !  But  rest  on  the  back  of  such  toil,  and  victory 
on  the  back'ofsuch  a  conflict,  will  be  doubly  sweet;  and  of 
such  a  rest,  and  such  a  victory,  every  saint  may  rest  assured.' 
Ocf.— That  God  lives,  is  the  comfort  of  my  soul  ;  that  he 
rules,  composes  me  amidst  all  the  croses  and  losses  that  can 
befai'me  below  ;  and  how  often  have  I  had  communion  with 
God,  in  his  providences  as  well  as  in  his  ordinances,  and  be- 
held him  doing  wonders  for  me  ! 

When  a  cross  of  a  singular  nature,  or  from  a  quarter  not 
expected,  is  protracted,  i^  is  a  proof  that  its  language  is  not 
well  understood,  or  its  end  not  attained  ;  for  God  doth  not 
afflict  willingly,  or  grive  the  children  of  men.  O  to  hear  the 
rod,  and  him  who  hath  appointed  it/ 

Oct.  24— Though  I  should  not  wish  for  death  out  of  a  fit  of 
discontent,  or  for  heaven  because  greatly  afflicted  on  earth, 
yet  when  surrounded  with  distressing  spectacles  of  sin,  when 
griefs,  heart-piercing  griefs,  pour  in  on  every  hand,  when 
persons  we  are  interested  in  seem  under  the  domimon  oi 
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Satan,  and  afflictions,  like  waves  of  the  sea,  death  on  us  from 
everj  quarter  then  the  f^ith  of  the  eternal  enjoyment  of  God 
wilj^support  the  soul  under  all. 

J^yv.  18— To  what  purpose  do  I  believe  a  future  state,  if 
I  neither  improve  for  It,  nor  improve  it  to  my  presentcom- 
I  V  •  v?!l'^''  ^"'  ^'  ''''''''^  concerned  in  the  world  as  ever, 
ye.  in  a  iittie  time  (how  soon  I  cannot  say)  I  shall  be  sepa- 
rated  Irom  all  my  concerns,  disinterested  from  all  my  friends, 
estrangea  from  all  my  acquaintance,  and  dissolved  from  all 
eonnection  with  time.  Even  the  wife  of  my  bosom,  and  the 
chi  dren  of  mine  own  bowels,  shall  keep  their  seat  in  my  af- 
fection no  longer  than  my  departure  from  time  ;  then,  since 

.nnlr'%'^  TT  ^"c^  "^^^^  *^  "^^  "«^'  ^"^  «^"c^  I  am  a  daily 
supphant  at  the  throne  of  grace,  let  my  heart',  desire  and 

tha  future  state  be,  that  ,s  so  fast  approachin-  ?  How  will 
al  he  divine  perfections  blaze  full  on  the  powers  of  my 
sou  /Here  they  twinkle  like  stars  in  the  ni^ht,  there  tley 
will  shine  like  the  sun  in  brightness  /  Herein  my  views  of 
divine  things  and  future  glories,  I  am  like  a  prisoner,  that  caa 
see  no  higher  than  the  roof  of  his  prsion  ;  but  when  brou-ht 
from  pnson  my  views  shall  be  grand,  noble,  and  extensive^s 
ine  arcn  oi  heaven. 

Jan.  1795.-0  how  am  I  reproved  by  the  men  of  the  world! 
taey  are  so  anxious  to  heap  up  riches,  which  can  endure  hut 

ptemft^']^''  ^  '^'^^'''  ^^°"^  ^-'^  '''^^'  '''^^'^'  endu?^to 
It  pains  me  to  see  some  who  pass  for  christians  have  head, 
and  heart,  and  hand,  full  of  worldly  schemes,  not  to  support 
a  needy  family,  but  to  aggrandise  a  family  already  in  a  state 
of  independence  or  opulence,  and  so  much  occupied  with 
laeir  ariairs,tiKit  the  morning  sacrifices  is  wholly  laid  aside, 
and  theev-eningoften  interrupted  or  curtailed,  which,  Ishoukl 
?ear,^  might  entail  a  curse  on  the  sums  thus  amassed, 
v/hiCM,  perhaps,  by  the  heirs  for  whom  it  is  thus  gathered,  is 
at  last  squandered  away  in  dissipation  and  vice,  thou"-h  the 
parent's  eyes  may  be  hid  from  ti.e  mournful  scene.      "* 

iWa^/ 7.— One  noble  end  of  affliction  is  to  wean  from  all  cre- 
ated things,  and  bring  the  Christian  near  to  God.  But,  alas  ' 
^ow  do  I  cleave  to  what  I  should  quit  with,  and  hold  what 
1  should  let  go !  But  grace  can  give  the  victory  by  de^^rees 
and  at  death  I  shall  go  oflfin  perfect  triumph  over  eveiT  foe' 
One  thing  I  have  to  lament,  that  go  where  I  will,  the  dis' 
course  in  conversation  is  trifling  and  insipid,  nothing  of  reli- 
gion,  nothing  of  God,  nothing  of  Jesus,  nothing  ef  a  world  to 
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come  :  and  herein  do  I  condemn  myself  as  the  chief  trans- 
gressor. 

May  26. — How  proper^  would  it  be  for  one  in  the  decline 
of  life,  often  to  set  a  little  time  apart  to  meditate  on  the  hea- 
venly state  I  And  may  not  I  be  ashamed  to  canvass  the  af- 
fairs of  life  so  unweariedlv,  and  pass  over  eternal  concerns 
as  trifles  of  no  account. 

July  25. — What  advantage  has  the  expectant  of  heaven 
and  glorv  above  others,  if  the  eftlictions  of  this  life  crush  his 
spirits  ?  In  hope  of  the  eternal  enjoyment  of  Go-J,  I  triumph 
over  all  that  can  befal  me  in  the  wurld.  The  loss  of  substance 
is  a  trifle  to  me,  who  have  my  treasures  laid  up  in  heaven  ; 
and  even  the  sins  of  others,  which  give  me  daily  sorrow,  can- 
not pain  me  beyond  the  hour  of  death.  Bat  on  the  back  of 
death,  I  shall  enter  into  the  joy  of  my  Lord  for  all  eternity, 
where  my  tears  of  sorrow  shall  be  lost  for  ever,  in  the  rivers 
of  pleasure  that  flow  at  his  right  hanrl  ;  and  iny  bitter,  my 
heart-felt  grief,  bhall  be  wholly  swallowed  up  in  tliat  fullness 
of  joy  that  is  in  his  presence. 

jSIov.  17. — Hov/  sad  is  the  case  of  the  child  of  God  some- 
times, when  he  goes  mourning  without  the  sun,  when  the 
Comforter  that  should  relieve  his  soul  is  far  away,  when  he 
woves  heavily  in  the  ways  of  religion,  when  he  is  barren  and 
unfruitful  in  the  work,  of  the  Lord,  when  he  walks  in  dark- 
ness and  hath  no  light,  and  complains  that  God  is  to  him  as 
the  waters  that  fail.  But  in  this  the  saint  may  still  comfort 
himself  against  grief  on  every  side  :  That  the  covenant  of 
grace  can  n  ver  be  broken  ;  that  ail  the  promis(?s  are  faithful; 
and  that  God  rests  him  in  his  love,  and  will  bless  his  people 
with  peace  for  evermore. 

Jan.  5. 1796. — Numbers  feast  in  the  beginning  of  the  year; 
1  will  feast  also,  but  ic  shall  be  in  the  prospect  of  a  happy 
eternity,  when  the  year  of  time  and  trouble  is  for  ever  past. 
on  the  fulness  of  the  covenant,  on  the  offices  of  Christ,  on  the 
perfections  of  Gud.  And  here  I  may  fea:^t  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end  of  the  year,  yea,  tiirou^h  eternity  itself. 

Juhe2S. — Lo:!g  have  I  had  to  lament  a  spiritual  languor 
in  my  soul,  a  s  gi.ing,  and  standing  still,  if  not  going  back- 
ward ;  but  iz  I  have  an  union  to  the  Lord  of  life,  he  will  re- 
cover me  from  all  my  decavs,  and  will  keep,  though  weak. 
*till  alive. 

Some  days  ago,  (June  17J,  my  wife  bronght  me  another* 
child,  and  1  this  &d^  devote  ray  Voung  fandly  to  God.  O  ! 
let  my  daughter  Jeau  b^  duly  tLken  up  with  the  concerns  of 
the  invisible  world  -,  let  my  daughter  Agnes  early  seek  after 
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Goi ;  may  my  son  George  know  and  fear  the  God  of  his  fa- 
ther ;  William  serve  God  in  the  kingdom  of  grace,  and  enjoj 
him  in  the  kingdom  of  glory  ;  make  Elizabeth  a  child  of  God, 
and  Margaret  an  heir  of  glory. 

1797. — For  several  weeks  past,  by  a  disorder  on  my  lungs, 
I  have  been  threatened  with  death  ;  and  though  I  can  say,  I 
know  in  whom  I  have  believed,  and  to  whom  I  have  commit- 
ted the  keeping  of  my  soul,  yet  strong  were  my  desires, 
(with  submission)  to  live  a  little.  My  reasons  for  imploring 
a  little  time  were,  several  hymns  I  had  in  view  to  get  print- 
ed, and  one  essa;y  just  going  to  the  press ;  also  my  young  fam- 
ily, and  a  worthy  aftVctionate  wife.  But  I  condemned  my- 
self for  putting  any  thing  in  balance  with  the  eternal  enjoy- 
ment of  God.  Yet  I  thought  my  request  was  lawful,  from  the 
psalmist's  prayer,  "O  spare  me,  that  I  may  recover  strength/" 
and  good  Hezekiah's  conduct,  who  wept  sore.  While  my 
body  was  sore  broken,  my  powers  of  mind  were  all  languid 
and  feeble.  What  folly  to  defer  preparation  for  death,  till 
seized  with  sickness,  and  arrested  by  death  .' 

However  trivial  it  may  seem  to  some,  yet  I  had  comfort  in 
the  psalm  that  fell  to  be  sung  in  family-worship,  which  I  was 
still  able  to  perform,  though  wearisome  nights  were  appoint- 
ed to  me,  Psal.  ci.  1.  "  1  will  sing  of  mercy  and  judgment.** 
Here  I  saw  the  song  of  the  saint  was  a  mixed  song ;  but 
mercy  was  the  first  and  cluef  part  of  the  song ;  and  the  judg- 
ment inflicted  did  not  hinder  him  to  sing  of  the  mercy  bes- 
towed. After  the  first  comfortable  night's  rest  I  got,  Psal. 
ciii.  4.  was  the  ordinary,  "  Who  redeemeth  thy  life  from  des-- 
truction  ;"  and  0  how  sweet  was  that  to  my  soul  I  as  \yell  as 
a  great  part  of  the  psalm  below. 

Feb.  r.-— After  a  silence  of  many  Sabbaths,!  have  been  able 
to  attend  sermon  for  two  by  past  Sabbaths.  O  how  shall  I 
account  for  the  many  golden  opportunities  I  have  enjoyed  ! 
About  this  time,  five  of  my  children  had  the  measles,  but  re- 
covered all  again.  O  what  mercies  heap  on  me  !  I  condemn 
myself  that  I  am  not  more  heavenly  minded.  0  for  rich  sup- 
plies of  grace  ! 

Feb.  20. — Our  youngest  child  was  in  a  dangerous  way, 
through  teething  and  crudities;  and  O  how  anxious  were  we 
for  her  recovery.'  whence  I  condemn  myself,  that  I  am  not 
more  concerned  for  her  salvation  than  any  thing  else.  I  would 
"wish  to  be  resigned  to  holy  Providence,  who  does  all  things 
well,  and,  as  it  were,  hang  suspended  between  paternal  affec- 
tion and  Christian  re&ignatiqn.  O  heavenly  Father,  pity  and 
spare  ! 
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March  3.— The  dear  child  is  still  alive,  but  in  great  dan- 
ger. O  to  be  able  to  say  amen  to  whatever  my  heavenly  Fa- 
ther may  I'o  / 

JIarc/i  4.--The  dear  infant  is  still  alive,  and  I  take  hold 
on  his  covenant  for  her,  and  claim  the  sweet  promise,  "  I 
will  be  try  God,  and  the  God  of  thy  seed."  O  bow  plea-ant 
to  think  that  my  little  babe  shall  be  admitted  into  the  hea- 
venly multitude,  to  praise  the  riches  of  redeeming  grace/ 
/i  he  parents  may  mcuin  at  her  decease,  but  she  shall  be  fill- 
ed vvirfi  jt)y  Jor  evermore. 

March  4.— After  mid-day,  the  dear  infant  fell  asleep  in  the 
Louj,  and  I  hopp  enlered  od  her  eternal  Sabbiitli  ol  rest ;  and 
I  nesire  to  be  s-dl  and  know  thai  Gcd  is  God,  and  to  sub- 
mit, ?.ot  only  to  the  great  stroke  of  death,  but  to  the  season 
ii;  which  it  is  sent,  being  just  at  the  very  time  of  our  sacra- 
ment, so  that  I  couid  not  attend.  But  though  there  is  a  dead 
babe  in  my  iamily,  let  m.e  rejoice  that  a  li\ing  Saviour  fills 
the  throne,  and  v.ili,  in  his  good  time,  restore  the  years  that 
the  locusts  have  ea^an  The  dear  mother  was  supported 
wondertully  under  the  stroke,  and  kept  her  health  very  welL 

.March  iS.—Some  days  ago,  a  pleasant  child,  not  nine 
months  old,  was  taken  from  us  by  death,  and  set  the  hearts 
of  the  parents  a-bleeding.  But  i  find,  that  when  strokes  of 
this  kind  are  repeated,  there  is  not  a  better  way  to  get  peace 
of  mind  restored,  and  triumph  over  our  sharj.-est  trials  than 
by  taking  another  view  of  the  eternal  etjoyment  of  God. 
And  m  the  very  prospect  of  enjoying  snth  an  infinite  ^ood, 
I  ose  the  sense  of  all  present  afflictuns.  Is  if  much  todrop 
one  tear,  or  heave  one  sigh,  and  have  my  eves  wiped  for  eter- 
nity, and  my  heart  brimfull  of  joy  for  evefmure  r  The  time 
of  my  sorrow  is  so  short,  that  it  expires  amio-t  mv  complaints 
butmyeternai  enjoyment  shall  go  on  tor  ever;  and  there 
shaU  itorget  my  ai^.-.ctions  like  the  waters  that  flow  aw^ay. 

Jpril  4 — I  have  had  some  severe  lapses,  and  I  am  afraid 
that  1  nave  not  learnt  the  language  of  tne  rod.  I  need  not 
say  witli  Job,  "  Show  me  wherefore  thou  cortendest  with 
me,"  but  may  say.  Thou  art  righteous,  thouoh  thou  shouldst 
contend  against  me  for  ever  j  but  I  pieaa  thy  fatherly  com- 
passion, and  heavenly  pity,  and  aesire  to  act  taith  on  thee  at 
all  times. 

June  4.— For  several- weeks  past,  I  have  been  getting  bet- 
ter and  better,  and  am  now  in  a  tolerable  state  of  heaith,  and 
desire  to  bless  my  kind  deliverer,  and  to  live  to  his  <  iorv. 

iMay  28,  1798.— Thou  preserve^t  man  and  beast  ;  h'ow  pre- 
cious IS  thy  grace !  Thus,  after  severe  falls,  bruises,  ana  bro- 
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ken  bones,  and  other  complaints,  I  am  still  in  a  tolerable 
state  of  health  ;  but  0  that  I  could  say,  that  my  soul  also  pros- 
pereth  !  However  little  the  world  may  think  of  it,  I  bless 
the  Most  High  that  in  all  my  lon^  complaint  I  have  been  able 
to  go  about  family-worship  morning  and  evening  ;  and  I  find 
it  good  to  wait  on  God. 

July  19. — It  is  my  duty  to  be  resigned,  not*  only  to  the 
cross,  but  to  the  kind  of  the  cross,  and  to  its  continuance. 
My  daily  grief  shall  be,  to  see  some  commit  sin,  in  causing 
me  sorrow.  With  what  courage  may  I  bear  every  burden, 
with  every  aggravation,  since  I  have 'the  promise  of  present 
support,  and  in  a  little  of  eternal  deliverance  !         ''^ 
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PREFACE. 


THE  author  of  the  following- poems,  as  a  neighbour,  an  acquaint- 
ance,  a  friend,  a  brother,  a  son,  a  father,  an  husband,  has  felt  the 
anguish  that  arises  from  the  death  of  these  several  relations  ;  and  we 
are  placed  in  tnis  hfe  in  such  a  variety  of  connection  with  dyini^  crea- 
tures, that  v/e  need  never  forget  our  own  dissolution,  while  some  of 
our  acquaintance,  or  intimate  companions,  or  blood  relations,  or  mem- 
bers of  our  own  families,  or  bosom-friends,  are  daily  carried  into  the 
world  of  spirits. 

The  uncommon  deaths,  &c.  mentioned  here,  hare  either  befallen 
the  fnends  of  the  author,  or  taken  place  within  the  circle  of  his  ac- 
quaintance. 

What  a  pity  it  is  to  see  so  much  fine  poetical  genius  thrown  away 
upon  trifles,  since  so  many  seiious  subjects  present  to  view  subjects 
that  m.ight  entertain  in  time,  and  improve  for  eterni'Ly.  The  reader  of 
such  productions  is  entertained,  highly  entertained,  but  (like  the  huu« 
gry  man  that  in  his  dream  sits  down  to  a  banquet)  it  is  with  nothiiig  ! 
At  last  death  attacks  him  ;  but,  alas  !  he  had  forgot  his  latter  end  !  A 
future  world  presents  itself,  but  he  is  a  stranger  to  every  thinsj  be» 
vend  the  grave  ! 

To  debar  deatli  from  our  thoughts,  and  a  future  state  fron  our 
nieditations,  will  neither  render  us  immortal,  nor  affoixi  us  a  Irium- 

baiit  dismission  from  this  into  the  world  of  spirits^  but  muse  maie 
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our  exit  tremendous,  and  our  latter  end  a  scene  ^Ineffable  angiusk  • 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  we  never  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  life,  the 
sweets  of  society,  and  the  endearments  of  our  friends  and  famtiies, 
v.ith  a  better  relish,  than  when  serious  thoughts  of  death  and  eter- 
nity predominate  in  our  mind.  Yet  T  am  humbly  of  opinion,  that 
persons  of  real  piety  are  not  to  grow  remiss  in  their  attendance  or.  tlie 
lawful  affairs  of  this  life,  because  they  know  not  how  soon  they  must 
die  ;  nor  are  they  to  condemn  themselves  as  hypocrites,  because  they 
do  not  find  at  all  times  an  actual  promptitude  to  die ;  though  an  habit- 
ual preparation  will  be  their  constant  study,  and  in  part  their  attain- 
ment. Neither  are  they  at  every  time  to  expect  or  aspire  at  that  de- 
gree o^'tdlUnguess  to  he  dissolved^  which  has  been  the  attainment  of 
many  dying  saints,  and  may  be  their  own  at  death ;  for  according  to 
their  work  strength  will  be  given  them.  But  I  think  we  should  stu- 
dy, 1.  To  have  a  practical  belief  of  a  future  state.  2.  Xot  to  be 
lifted  up  with  prosperity.  3.  Not  to  be  much  dejected  by  adversity. 
4.  Daily  %  ^tudy  more  and  more  to  be  weaned  from  the  world,  and  to 
have  our  conversation  more  and  more  in  heaven.  And,  5.  to  hare 
frequent  meditations  on  death  and  eternit}' ,-  and  then,  when  death 
comes,  we  may  be  made,  not  only  submissive  to  our  dissolution,  but 
to  long  to  depart,  and  be  ravished  in  the  prospect  of  our  being  for 
ever  v/ith  the  Lord. 

What  a  fool  would  that  man  be  held  among  all  nations,  who  could 
give  the  closest  attention  to,  and  expend  ail  his  treasure  on,  i\\t  pa. 
gcantry  of  one  day,  though  admonished  that  t1iereh\j  his  whole  after 
life  should  be  one  scene  of  reproach,  poverty,  and  wretchedness!— 
My  readers  will  repel  tlie  cliarge,  and  disown  the  character  ;  but  let 
me  ask.  Is  not  human  life  less  than  a  day,  an  hour  to  eternity  ?  And 
yet  to  shine  for  this  transient  hour,  engrosses  all  the  study  and  a*» 
tention  of  too,  too  many,  while  death  is  treated  as  a  pliantom,  and 
the  cternaj  world  kept  out  of  view;  whereby  shame  and  disgrace,- 
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desperation  and  anguish,  are  forever  entailed  on  the  thoughtless  and 
profane,  who  in  tlie  noblest  concerns  act  the  niadinan  and  the  fool. 

I  shall  only  add,  that  the  subjects  of  these  poems  are  of  universal 
concern ;  for  where  is  he  that  may  not  expect  to  feel  sorrow  from  the 
death  of  some  dear  acquaintance,  bosom-friend,  or  beloved  relation  r — 
And  what  nian,  infidel  or  Christian,  great  or  small,  rich  or  poor,  old 
or  young,  soldier  or  senator,  from  the  king  en  his  throne  to  the  cri- 
minal in  his  iron  cage,  that  shall  not  see  death,  and  be  laid  in  the  cold 
grave  ?  And  is  it  not  downright  madness  in  dying  creatures  to  doubt 
their  own  mortality  ?  and,  if  they  believe  it,  is  it  not  yet  mere  des* 
perate  folly  never  to  have  one  serious  thought  of  death  and  a  future 
*tate  ? 

Affliction  is  the  most  proper  time  for  serious  reflection;  and  under 
no  affliction  do  we  suffer  more  than  by  the  death  of  our  dearest  friends 
and  relations.  Nor  can  there  be  a  more  proper  season  for  impressing 
thetnitlisof  religion,  and  the  belief  of  a  future  state  on  the  mind, 
than  when  we  must  take  our  long,  our  last  farewell  of  those  persons 
who  have  been  the  objects  of  our  tenderest  affection,  the  com'^samons 
of  our  pilgrimage,  and  the  comfort  of  our  lives.  While  the  gates  of 
the  invisible  world  open  to  receive  their  souls,  disrobed  of  clay,  we 
peep  in  after  them  with  the  tear  in  our  eye,  and  confess  that  the 
eternal  state  shall  shortly  swallow  us  up  also.  We  breatht  a  pious 
v.-ish  to  be  prepared  for  our  change  ;  and  express  our  chearful  hopes 
that  our  friends  are  entered  on  then-  rest.  At  these  periods  we  have 
such  a  consciousness  of  our  immortality,  such  forebodings  of  a  future 
state,  and  foretastes  of  eternity,  that  we  would  conclude  the  men 
that  would  degi'ade  us  ivhoKy  into  mere  matter,  no  better  than  learned 
madmen-  Then  our  favourite  amusements  disgust,  and  the  world  has 
lost  its  charms.  We  repeat  our  resolutions  to  live  in  view  of  death, 
and  as  expectants  of  heaven.  But,  alas!  how  soon  do  we  forget  our 
dear  dead  friend,  forget  ourselves ;  and,  worst  of  all,  forget  our  God, 
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who,  notwith^nding,  does  not  forget  us,  but  repeats  the  admonition, 
by  the  death  of  a  second,  a  third,  or  a  fourth,  or  of  all  our  friends,  till 
we  are  left  like  a  beacon  on  the  top  of  a  hill.  Yet  thus  sometimes  the 
death  of  a  friend  has  been  the  life  of  a  soul,  and  broken  the  enchant- 
ments  of  the  world  and  sin. 

That  the  following  Poems  may  be  useful  to  persons  mourning  over 
their  deceased  relations,  is  the  sincere  wish  of  the  Author.' 


THE 
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POEMS   0^^  MELAJS*CHOLY  SUBJECTS. 


I. 

The  hettrt  of  the  wise  should  he  in  the  House  of  MouTning-. 

Gay  world,  adieu,  while  I  survey. 

With  silent  awe  the  drearj  tomb, 
Auticioate  nij  dyins;  day. 

And  muse  upoa  the  world  to  come. 

Were  this  terrestrial  ball  the  home 
In  which  I  should  for  ay  remain. 
O'er  each  gay  scene  I  still  might  roam, 

Charm'd  with  earth's  pomps  and  pleasures  vain  ; 

Butsince  stern  Death  me  close  pursues, 

And  will  ere  long  me  captive  take. 
Ah/  shall  I  mv  last  hour  refuse 

The  theme  of  serious  thought  to  make . 

Here,  doubtless,  noblest  wisdom  lies, 

To  keep  in  view  our  latter  end  ; 
'Tis  thus  we  guard  'gainst  sad  surprise 

Thus  may  we  learn  how  hfe  to  spend. 
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Should  pleasures  false  our  hearts  allure. 
This  'sunder  breaks  th'  inchanting  chain  ; 

Should  sharpest  griefs  their  anguish  pour, 
'Tis  this  Vvhich  dissipates  the  pain. 

And  while  I  weep  for  friends  deceased. 
Who  long  had  shar'd  my  fond  desire^ 

I  see  tlie  tyrant  me  arrest, 
I  fee!  myself  in  turn  expiree 


11. 

On  a  Still-born  Child. 

Here  spotless  sovereignty  shines  f 

Here  undisputed  power/ 
To  God  eternity  pertains, 

To  God  the  transient  hour. 

Various  as  is  of  life  the  way, 
Death  skulks  at  every  turn  ; 

On  old,  on  young,  springs  as  his  prev. 
Nor  spares  the  babe  unborn. 

0  hadst  thou,  little  infant,  liv'd 

To  serve  thy  God  below,  * 
"What  joy  had"^ pious  friends  received  J 

But  now  their  sorrows  How. 

Yet,  happy  traveler,  ne'er  a  blast 

Disturb'd  thee  en  the  road  ; 
Through  life,  unconscious,  thou  hast  past. 

Swift  to  thy  fix'd  abode. 

Unborn  he  died  ;  his  eye  first  op'd, 

Th*  eternal  light  to  see  ! 
N©r  hasting  home  one  moment  stoppM 

To  gaze,  vain  worlds  on  thee. 
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Not  one  bard  thought  of  the  Most  High 

Disturb'd  or  stainM  his  mind  # 
Then,  O  to  be  still  as  he, 

And  to  thy  will  resign*d  / 


ni. 


The  Patient  expiring, 

O  /  WHITHER  fled  ? — Now,  full  of  God; 

He  mounts  unto  the  sky ! 
Or  plunges  to  that  dire  abode, 

Where  damned  spirits  lie  1 

He  now  beholds  eternal  day-. 

Enjoying  pure  delight ! 
Or  by  Heaven's  ire  now  chas'd  away 

To  everlasting  night  I 

Above,  his  endless  bliss  begun, 

Or  endless  bane  below  ! 
There  an  unceasing  course  to  run. 

Of  happiness  or  woe  ! 

Ere  now  the  awful  sentence  past. 
He  knows  his  certain  fate  ? 

Already  has  commenc'd  his  last. 
His  everlasting  state ' 

Yet  still  in  bliss  shall  higher  grow. 

Or  hell  in  lower  fall  ? 
For  God  is  his  eternal  foe. 

Or  his  best  friend, — his  all. 

To  Jesus,  then,  O  may  I  fly 
Each  golden  hour  improve, 

Here  live  by  faith,  in  hopetken  die. 
And  mount  to  God  above. 
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IV. 

The  Sjiectator, 

Kow  to  my  tl^ying  patient's  bed, 

I  run  to  give  solace, 
I  see  kind  friends  support  his  head. 

And  tears  bedew  each  face. 

In  vain  :  for  who  can  comfort  now  r 

In  this  extreme  of  2:rief, 
Kind  friends,  and  skili'd  physicians  too, 

Afibrd  but  poor  relief. 

^Vhat  can  support  him  when  perplex'd^ 
When  heart  and  flesh  both  fail. 

Unless  he  has  his  anchor  fix'd, 
Bv  faith  within  the  vail. 

Then  may  the  soft  and  balmy  hand. 

Of  everlasting  love, 
"Wipe  the  cold  sweat,  kind  help  command^ 

And  ail  rny  pains  remove. 

Refresh  me  with  ihQ  glad'ning  charms^ 

Dear  Jesus,  of  thy  face  ; 
Reach  down  thine  everlasting  arms, 

APad  bear  mv  soul  to  bliss. 


Tke  House  oj  Mourning  letter  than  the  House  of  Feasting', 

This  is  the  house  of  mournining  sure  ! 
Else  why  should  tears  thus  frequent  pour  ? 
This  is  the  house  of  mourning  !  Hear 
Whatdeep-fetch'd  sighs  now  meet  my  ear. 
Here  let  me  liwell,  'tis  Wisdom's  school  ; 
4^or  mirth  prefer  like  ev'rv  fool. 
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A  sick,  a  <lying  friend  lies  there. 
And  pious  friends  engage  in  prayV ; 
By  turns  address  the  throne  of  grace-; 
vSay,  is  not  this  a  pleasant  place  ? 


Mirth's  jovial  house  delights  us  more. 
The  chearful  song,  the  plenteous  store  ; 
Ijut,  ah  !  'mid^t  these  we  seldom  think 
How  we  stand  tottering  ou  the  brink 
Of  endless  ages  ;  how  we  fly 
Through  tima  to  vast  eternity  ! 

s 
*Tis  when  we  enter  sorrow's  door. 
Such  thoughts  occur,  forgot  before. 
^Tis  then  we  see  that  die  we  must. 
And  mingle  with  our  kindred  dust ; 
Must  quit  the  present  lov'd  abode. 
And  haste  from  hence  to  meet  our  God. 

That  transitory  things  are  vain. 
That  pleasure  often  ends  in  pain, 
That  sorrow  round  us  daily  flows, 
That  man's  a  fiow'r  or  fading  rose^ 
Are  truths  the  house  of  mourning  shows, 
'Tis  here  we  learn  earth  to  despise. 
And  ail  that  is  below  the  skies  ; 
To  bear  with  patience  sorrows  load. 
And  long  to  dwell  in  heaven  with  God, 


Mourning,  when  pious,  is  the  bread 
On  which  God's  children  oft  are  fed ; 
The  fire  in  which  their- grace  is  prov'd 
And  all  their  sinful  dross  remov'd ; 
The  med'cine  of  the  sickly  soul. 
Though  nauseous,  meant  to  make  them  whole  j 
The  rod  which  makes  th'  offender  smart,  • 
Which  pains  his  sense,  but  mends  his  heart 


} 
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VI. 

w3  Child  dying  in  the  Small-pox,  ^ug.  31.  1766* 

Poor  infant  !— Whata  moving  scene  ? 

Though  loveij  once  and  fair  ; 
There's  not  a  spot  in  all  thy  skin, 

But  rank  corruptions  there. 

0  how  disfigur'd  is  his  face  • 

Nature  must  turn  away  ; 
Yet  the  fond  parents  frank  embrace. 

And  kiss  the  loathsome  clay  ! 

Such,  Lord,  art  thou,  and  such  thy  love  ; 

Why  then,  so  weak  my  faith  ? 
Nought  from  thy  saints  shall  it  remove, 

Not  ev'n  disease  and  death. 

There  comes  a  change  to  balance  all 

Thxs  anguishi  grief ,  ^r\i\  fairii 
"When  ev'n  this  putrid  body  shall 

Like  Jesus'  body  shine. 

The  soul  that  is  redeem'd  from  sin. 

Still  shall  be  Jesus'  care  ; 
^ot  all  the  ulcers  of  his  skin 

Shall  make  him  look  less  fair. 

Why,  then,  should  parents  weep  and  cry  ? 

Why  murmur  and  complain  ? 
*3  softer  love,  a  tendWer  eye. 

Than  theirs,  inspects  his  pain* 

Child,  breathe  thy  soul  intahis  hand. 

And  the  sharp  struggle's  o'er ; 
There's  none  in  all  Tmmanuel's  land 

t^an  say,  Pm  sick  or  sore* 
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VII, 

Tlie  Malefactor.  * 

So  must  thou  lie  poor  mournful  man^ 

On  whom  to  die  the  doom  is  past  ? 
Turn  thee  to  neither  side  thou  can. 

In  irons  thou  art  lock'd  so  fast. 

Day  shines  not  here,  no  rays  of  light 

Into  this  darksome  dungeon  peep  5 
Sad  emblem  of  eternal  night ! 

Sad  spectacle  !  who  can  but  weep  ? 

So  must  thou  lie,  (  0  cruel  fate  !) 

Till  the  determined  moment  come; 
When  fix'd  in  thine  eternal  state,     ' 

By  heav'n's  unalterable  doom. 

Then  hearf.0  man,  thy  future  woe, 

If  die  thou  shalt  a  child  of  wrath ;   . 
Then,  v/here  no  pity  God  shall  show^ 

Thou  sufler  shalt  the  second  death. 

Fast  bound  in  adamantine  chains, 

Thou  midst  the  burning  flames  must  lie; 

Sustain  fierce  anguish,  endless  pains, 
And  the  red  thunders  from  on  high  / 

Thou  here  complain'st  thy  bones  are  «ore. 
And  nothing,  nothing  gives  thea  ease  ; 

But  there  thy  soul,  in  ev'ry  powT, 
Justice  divine  shall  agonise, 

Th'  appointed  day  shall  end  that  plaint. 

Death  from,  this  prison  thee  release ; 
But  there,  when  age  and  age  is  spent, 

Tliy  plaints  and  torments  never  cease. 

*  This  was  writtea  from  the  complaint  of  a  notable  prisoner  under 
sentence  of  death. 


^-^^  THE   HOUSE    OF   MOURNING-. 

Though  justice  must  not  let  thee  go, 
God  can  acquit  from  sins  and  fears, 

And  listen  with  delight  unto 

Thy  prajVs  and  penitential  tears. 

Then  seek  unto  the  prince  of  peace. 
The  blessings  of  his  merits  crave  ; 

He^stands  with  open  arms  of  grace, 
The  tvorst  of  sinners  to  receive. 

*•  Lord,  if  I  perish,"  to  him  say, 
"  Perish  I  shall  at  mercy's  cost ; 

"  I  from  thy  throne  won't  go  away, 
"  But  at  thy  feet  give  up  the  ghost. 

**  ril  raise  my  looks  of  faith  on  high, 
"  When  I  am  breathing  out  my  last 

"  And,  passing  to  eternity, 

"  Into  thine  arms  my  spirit  cast." 


VIII. 

Jicquaintance  Dying, 

What  !  shall  I  daily  hear  of  death, 

Yet  no  attention  give. 
As  if  I  had  an  angel's  breath, 

And  should  for  ever  live  ? 

The  human  natioason  the  brink- 

Of  endless  ages  stand  ; 
And  without  order,  numbers  sink 

In  death  on  G\h^y  hand. 

One,  w^asted  with  a  long  disease, 
Seems  but  few  days  to  have  ; 

Yet  some,  who  dwell  in  peace  and  ea?», 
Before  him  reach  the  grave. 
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The  babe  who  scarce  has  seen  the  light, 

Or  once  beheld  the  sun. 
Is  lost  in  everlasting  night. 

Nor  in  his  journey  known. 

We  tumble  off  life's  crowded  stage 

Into  the  gaping  tomb. 
Without  respect  to  place  or  age. 

And  reach  our  long,  long  home  ! 

While  my  endear'd  acquaintance  die. 

And  leave  their  friends  perplext, 
I'll  fix  It  in  my  mind,  that  I 

Perhaps  shali  be  the  next. 

Prepare  for  death,  then  let  the  time 

At  tliy  command  come  on  ; 
I'll  joy  to  drop  my  mortal  frame. 

And  stand  before  thy  throne. 


IX, 


The  Compassion. 

Tossing  to  death  the  infant  lies, 

Vv'hom  nothing  can  relieve. 
And  sympathisinu;  parents*  cries 

Hedoubled  anguish  give  ! 

Ah  !  must  the  little  stranger  go 

To  his  eternal  home  ; 
Commence  his  journey  dark,  yet  know 

Not  whither,  nor  to  whom  ! 

Spectator,  learn  thy  duty  now. 

Nor  unconcern'd  go  home  ; 
Plead  that  the  babe,  plead  strongly  thou, 

Into  God's  house  may  come  : 
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And  when  below  he's  withered. 

And  in  toiiuption  r^owu, 
That  he  may  grow  arc!  o;  )i  m  beside 

The  Fiaut  ol  high  renown, 

O  God  /  exalt  refleeming  grace, 
(Grace  still  t:ip  garland  wears  !} 

In  saving  eveu  an  infant  r.ice. 
That  dies  in  tender  jears. 

To  sovereign  ^race  what  love  and  praise 

For  ever  shail  redound, 
"When  infants  are,  to  their  amaze. 

In  unsought  glory  found  / 

In  his  young  heart  thy  grace.  Lord,  shedi 

Thy  mercy  let  him  share/ 
Heav'n's  kingdom  is  of  babes,  'tis  said, 

Then  take  this  infant  there. 

Defend  from  all  surrounding  harms, 
Him  shield  with  love  divine; 

And  when  he  leaves  his  parents'  arms, 
O  take  him  up  to  thine ! 

Though  in  the  sanctuary  here, 

He  never  praise  thy  name, 
Yet  let  him  spend  th'  eternal  year^ 

With  God  and  with  the  Lamb* 

Although  a  span  his  body  bound. 

When  coverM  with  the  clod. 
Yet  let  him  be  in  mercy  found 

A  perfect  man  with  God. 

Now  mark,  my  soul,  th'  amazing  love 
That  gives  tiiee  many  years. 

That  npgligentthou  may'st  not  prove 
Of  thine  eternal  cares  I 

If  slothful  here,  I'm  twice  undone; 

But  the  gjo  I  work  below. 
Lord,  both  begin  and  carry  on^ 

Till  grace  to  glory  grow. 
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X. 

Man  a  Mass  of  Corruption* 

Corruption,  as  a  father  kind. 

Shall  clasp  me  in  the  tomb  ; 
The  clod  shall,  as  a  loving  friend, 

Attend  me  when  come  home. 

Destruction  at  my  feet  shall  wait. 

Clay-cold  within  the  stone  ; 
And  worms  shall  as  my  sisters  sit 

About  me  when  alone. 

Silence  a  pillow  soft  shall  be. 

To  sweeten  my  repose  ; 
Troubles  no  more  shall  cleave  to  me. 

Nor  terrur  from  my  foes. 

A  little,  and  ray  bones  in  death 

Their  fellows  quite  misken, 
Till  that  last  day,  when  Jesus'  breath 

Shall  join  them  all  again. 

How  should  I  read,  how  should  I  hear; 

In  view  of  woi  Ids  divine  / 
For  in  a  littie  eye  and  ear 

Shall,  gloomy  grave,  be  thine. 

Mingled  with  dust  my  body  lies  ; 

Proud  mortal,  this  thy  doom, 
To  feed,  concealed  from  the  skies. 

Vile  worms  within  the  tomb ! 

Renew  my  soul,  and  then,  O  God, 

My  rotting  flesi;  shall  rise. 
Immortal  from  ti>e  mould*ring  ciodj 

To  dwell  above  the  skies. 
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XI. 

The  Compulsion 

Those  whom  salvation's  silver  sound 
Has  never  yet  bro'igjht  home, 

God  can,  nhile  by  affliction  bound. 
With  chast'ning  hand  o'ercome. 

Behold  the  man  unus'd  to  prayer. 

While  Hyino;  therp  he  lies. 
And  ages  in  hi^  connt'nance  stare. 

Fray,  fray  former  he  cries. 

Ah  !  must  he  now  implore  that  pow'r 

He  did  so  long  despise  ? 
And  at  the  last,  th'  expiring  hour. 

Heaven's  slighted  mercy  prize  / 

The  sweet,  the  sacred  trade  of  prayer, 

Has  he  till  now  delay'd  ? 
Religion's  dawn  now  first  appear 

In  life's  pale  ev'ning  shade? 

0/  did  he  God,  from  year  to  year. 

With  stubborn  ear  deny  r 
And  can  he  hope  the  Lord  should  hear 

His  first,  his  final  cry  ? 

But  sovereign  goodness  owns  no  date  i. 

When  years  are  spent  and  past. 
Thy  grace  has  some  (0  mercy  great  I)- 

Prevented  at  the  la-it. 

The  thief,  let  mercy  be  renown'd, 
While  death  transfix'd  his  sting, 

In  the  last  liOur,  grace  spoke,  and  crown'd 
The  dying  wretch  a  king. 

Lord,  when  thy  chast'ning  hand  they  feel. 
They'll  pour  thee  out  a  pray'r. 

And  earnest  seek  in  trouble,  till 
Their  sky  again  grow  clear. 
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Be  wise,  my  soul,  and  seek  to  him. 

Ere  grace's  day  be  past. 
Who  can,  when  left  of  friends  and  time, 

Avail  thee  at  the  last. 


XII. 

The  Decease. 

Now  he  must  shortly  disappear. 

And  can  no  help  be  found  ? 
The  sickness  heightens  ;  every  where 

Death's  harbingers  abound. 

See  dissolution  in  his  eye  ; 

The  pulse  irreg'lar  beat; 
Nerves  start,  ana  on  his  skin  thick  lie 

Death *s  ensigns  spread  in  state. 

In  vain  his  dearest  friends  deplore  ; 

He  must  receive  the  blow 
Of  death,  and  fall,  and  never  more 

Be  known  in  worlds  below. 

Soon  he  must  change  his  dwelling  place, 

Soon  stand  before  Hwo,  bar, 
And  naked  spirits,  face  to  face, 

For  ever  on  him  stare  ! 

Now  crowns  and  kingdoms  never  can 

Redeem  the  passing  breath. 
Nor  the  whole  world  recal  the  man 

Back  from  the  jaws  of  death. 

Soon  must  he  all  his  friends  forget: 
No  more  their  actions  know; 

Then  let  me  talk  a  little  yet 
With  him  before  he  go. 
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"  Bj  death  from  all  thj  friends  when  castj 
**  What  comfort  shall  thy  mind  ? 

*'  If  Christ  be  not  thy  friend  at  last, 
"  A  friend  thou  shalt  not  find." 

But,  glorious  friend,  wilt  thou  not  stand 

Forever  at  my  side. 
To  me  reach  out  thy  helping  hand, 

'Midst  Jordan's  raging  tide  ? 

My  Jesus,  when  thou  call'st  me,  lo  / 

I  at  thy  call  will  come. 
And  leap  for  joy  !  because  I  know 

Both  whither  and  to  whom. 

Beath  courses  his  destructive  tour, 

Nor  empty  turns  again  ; 
And  while  he  steps  from  door  to  doof, 

Shall  he  not  knock  at  mine  ^ 

1  sha*n't  be  hurt  of  death,  (sweet  peace  •) 

But  live  for  evermore  ; 
Here  in  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace. 

There  in  thy  courts  of  glore. 

Then,  when  I  from  this  world  remove, 
None  need  my  case  bemoan, 

For  in  the  chariot  of  thy  love 
I'm  carried  to  thy  throne. 


XIII. 

The  Death  of  the  Righteous, 

While  there,  'midst  agonies  he  lies. 
He  glories  in  redeeming  grace  ; 

And  waits  the  happy  hour,  and  cries, 
"  I  soon  shall  see  him  face  to  face.*" 
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Th^  king  of  terrors  shakes  in  vain, 

'Gainst  him  his  sting,  or  bloody  spear; 
The  man  is  harness'd  well  within, 

And  neither  foe  nor  friend  need  fear. 

The  drearv  shades  of  death  convert. 

Into  the  joyful  morning  light. 
Before  him;  and  his  w^inged  heart 

Mounts  up  'bove  all  the  clouds  of  night. 


His  children's  tears  with  pity  strike. 

Much  more  his  loving,  fainting  wife ; 
But  like  a  saint,  nay,  angellike.. 

He  triumphs  o'er  the  woes  of  life. 

0  !  how  delightful  now  to  hear. 

Those  pious  words  his  lips  let  fall  i 
So  sweet,  so  melting,  all  must  tear, 

While  he  doth  sacred  w  onders  tell. 

His  last  advice,  "  My  sons,  be  wise. 

And  let  your  Father's  God  be  yours;  - 

^j)end,  and  be  spent  unto  his  praise. 
For  him  exert  your  ablest  powers. 

Come  here,  Jehovah's  fearers,  come. 

And  hear  what  God  forme  hath  wrought; 

Till  now,  up  from  my  mother's  womb. 
His  care  has  fed,  his  kindness  brought. 

Come  here,  who  fear  the  Lord,  I'll  tell 

What  he  did  for  my  soul ;  how  he, 
In  love,  out  from  the'lowest  hell 

Hath  sav'd,  and  rais'd  me  up  on  high.'* 

The  grief-slain  woman  weeps,  and  lies 

Upon  her  dying  husband's  breast : 
Who  points  her  out  the  promises. 

On  which  her  faith,  her  soul  should  resi      •  r> 

p  2  -  • 
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"Thy  orphans  leave  on  me,  I  will 
Preserve,  and  keep  them  safe  alive  ; 

And  let  thy  widows  trust  me  still. 
Their  drooping  spirits  I'll  revive. 

Religion,  Sirs,  O  close  pursue, 

For  Godliness  alone  is  gain, 
Its  ways  are  pleasantness ;  I  glow 

To  think  on  all  its  bliss  attain. 

Why  weep,  my  friends,  why  do  ye  weep  ? 

O  sit  yourselves  cornpos'dly  down  ; 
Would  ye  me  from  my  kingdom  keep  r 

Or  grudge  because  1  get  the  crown  ? 

O  how  Pm  panting  to  be  gone  1 

When  will  my  Img'ring  moments  end  } 

The  curtain  draw,  mine  holy  One, 
And  pull  me  to  thee  with  thine  hand.** 

The  joys  of  heaven  so  fill  his  heart. 
Such  glories  open  to  his  view. 

That  with  his  friends  he  frank  can  part. 
And  bid  all  earthly  things  adieu. 

But  now  arrives  the  blessed  hour. 
So  much  desir'd,  (he  hour  of  death  ; 

And  nature  fails  in  every  pow'r. 

While  thus  he  yields  his  dying  breath  J 

**  Jesus,  I  to  thy  hand  commit 

My  soul,  (thrice  worthy  of  the  trust). 

For  thou.  Lord,  hast  redeemed  it. 
And  thou  shalt  raise  me  from  the  dust/^ 

Now  he  expires  ; — their  sacred  trust, 
Commission'd  angels  bear  away. 

To  join  the  sinless  shining  host. 
That  sings  through  everlasting  day» 

Preserved  by  Almighty  pow'r. 

And  borne  upon  the  guardian  wing. 
He  reaches  the  bright  courts  ofglovQ, 
And  brighter  presence  of  his  king 
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There  the  soft  hand  of  sacred  love. 

Wipes  every  sorrow  from  his  eyes; 
Drenches  his  soul  with  joys  above, 

And  seats  on  blooming  banks  of  bliss. 

Thus  dies  the  righteous  man,  and  so 

O  may  I  liveJ  O  may  1  die  ! 
*Tis  all  I  a>k,  O  Lord,  "below. 

That  I  like  him  may  mount  on  high. 


XIV. 

Our  latter  end  to  be  remembered,    Eccles,  xii. 

0  that  true  wisdom  I  might  learn, 

In  proper  season  too  ; 
The  year  of  patience  to  discern. 

The  acceptable  Now. 

Rememb*ring  in  life's  earliest  part. 

While  shines  the  morning  hour. 
Thee,  Lord,  who  my  creator  art. 

And  my  salvation's  tow'r. 

Before  the  soul,  the  body's  sun, 

In  ev'ry  pow'r  decay  ; 
The  moon-like  faculties  be  goije.. 

And  dotage  pale  display/ 

My  star-like  senses  disappear. 

Sight,  hearing,  touch,  and  t^ste  ; 
And  no  secreted  juices  rear 

The  mould'ring  body's  waste: 

Before  the  sackcloth'd  heav'n  shall  mourn. 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  not  clear; 
Nor  after  rain  the  clouds  return. 

When  the  dread  Judge  draws  near : 
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Before  the  dark  and  evil  day 

Approach,  and  come  so  nigh. 
That,  pensive  in  my  boul,  I'll  say. 

Hence  all  my  pleasures  fly  : 

When  palsied  arms  once  strung  with  strength^ 
Must  snake,  poor  guardians  they  ! 

And  nervous  legs  and  thighs  at  length 
Low  bow,  and  fast  decay : 

Ere  yet  the  grinders  mould'ring  down^ 

The  mouth  of  age  forsake  ; 
And  cease,  since  now  so  few  become. 

The  wonted  sound  to  make  : 

Before  old  age  my  sight  invade^ 

That  I  can  nothing  see  ; 
The  crystal  lattice  sluit,  and  hid 

The  window-gazers  be : 

Together  ere  my  jaws  be  tied. 

Asunder  ne'er  to  come  ; 
(These  stately  iv'ry  ports  which  lead 

Into  the  inner  dome): 

When  voice  of  chirping  birds  too  strong, 

Like  noisy  tempests  seem ; 
And  all  the  charming  nymphs  in  song 

Are  low  in  mine  esteem  : 

All  objects  fill  my  heart  with  fears, 

I  dare  no  whither  go  ; 
But  think  the  way  is  strew'd  with  snared. 

And  tremble  like  the  doe  :  ^ 

Then,  like  the  flow'rs  which  almonds  bea 

My  hairs  shall  vie  with  snow ; 
Sure  proof  that  winter  fast  draws  neap, 

When  I  grey-headed  grow : 

Desire  must  fail,  however  strong, 

Nor  wait  for  things  to  come ; 
Because  man  goeth  to  his  loij^. 

His  everlasting  home  .* 
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The  man  departed,  mourning  go 

His  friends  about  the  street ; 
Their  sorrow  fond  to  all  to  show, 

And  weep  to  all  thej  meet : 

Ere  death  life's  silver  cord  shall  loo&e, 

Ne'er  to  be  kyflt  again, 
The  cord  of  nerves,  whence  pleasure  flows, 

To  ev'ry  part,  or  pain  : 

Before  the  golden  bowl  be  broke. 

The  heart's  valves  open  thrown; 
Whence  rising,  all  the  arteries  suck 

Their  fill,  and  circle  on  ; 

Ere  dissolution  total  shall 

Make  ev'rj  thing  give  way  ; 
The  pitchers  at  the  fountain  faUt 

And  wheels  all  broken  lie. 

Yet  then  the  soul,  that  living  thing, 

Freed  from  its  load  of  earth, 
To  God  shall  soar  with  rapid  wing, 

To  God  who  gave  it  birth. 


XV, 

The  ^Admonition 


Will  1  not  yet  admonish'd  be. 
Though  1  am  doom'd  to  die  ? 

While  every  day  sad  scenes  I  see, 
Ot  pale  mortality. 

N©r  shrub  nor  cedar  can  escape 
The  loud,  the  re'idin^  bla-?t ; 

'Tis  every  mortals  commo'i  hap. 
And  must  be  mine  at  last. 
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And  shall  I  hardly  yet  believe. 
Death's  seeds  within  me  lie  r 
-  Shall  not  such  grave  instrucrions  drive 
My  fond  delays  away  ? 

I  live  among  the  tombs,  and  there 

Instructions  never  fail  ; 
For  if  not  with  the  dead,  yet  sure, 

Jmidst  the  dying  dwelL 


XYT. 

Ihe  Patient. 

Hear  how  he  mourns  beneath  his  smart ! 

Groan  pressing  upon  groan, 
Both  pierce  mine  ear,  and  touch  mine  heart, 

Yet  I  can  ease  not  one. 

What  can  allay  the  burning  heat. 

The  fever's  fiery  rage  ? 
"When  nerves  all  start,  and  pulses  beat^ 

What  can  the  storm  assuage  ? 

Now  learn,  my  soul,  all  flesh  is  grass ; 

Thus  thou  must  lie  ere  long, 
As  he  now  lies,  of  late  who  was 

So  lull  of  health,  ^nd  strong. 

How  wild  his  looks  !  how  raving  mad. 

The  language  of  his  tongue  ! 
What  strange  ideas,  phantoms  sad. 

And  thoughts  confused  throng ! 

Ah  !  who  can,  then,  the  pain  describe 

The  damned  feel  below, 
0*er  whom  rolls  an  eternal  tide 

Of  vengeance  and  of  woe  / 


THE   HOUSE   OF  MOURNlUq..  «*9l 

The  burning  fever  of  God*s  ire, 

The  magazines  of  death  ; 

The  vengeance  of  eternal  fire. 

The  arrows  of  his  wrath ; 

These  torments  dire  there  all  conspire. 

To  form  a  fearful  hell; 
Curs'd  to  the  centre  of  the  fire. 

What  agonies  the  j  feel ! 

What  ravin*  looks  of  dread  despair. 

Start  from  their  kindled  eves/ 
And  from  their  tongues,  while  tortures  tear, 

What  talk  blasphemous  fnes  ! 

No  medicine,  no  sov'reign  balm. 

Can  'mong  the  shades  prevail; 
The  day  of  grace  now  past,  the  Lamb 

In  hell  no  soul  shall  heal. 

Nought  shall  th'  eternal  fever  checb^ 

Or  mitigate  its  pow'r; 
No  crisis  dare  they  e'er  expect. 

It  rages  more  and  more ! 


xvn. 


•Mortal  ill/ 

0  1  what  an  empty  thing  am  I ! 

A  puif,  a  passing  wind  ; 
RememberM  just  when  blowing  by; 

When  gone,  then  out  of  mind. 

I'm  like  the  tow'ring  vapour  tost, 
Wliich  floats  from  place  to  piace 

And  scatter'd  by  the  wind  is   ost, 
Nor  leaves  the  smallest  trace. 
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I'm  froth  upon  the  water's  face, 

1  like  a  bubble  swim, 
Down  these  dead  rivers,  which,  alas** 

Are  lost  m  Lethe's*  stream. 

Ship-like  built  on  the  docks  of  time, 

Fm  launched  when  I  die. 
In  vast  eternity  to  swim. 

But  shore  no  more  to  see. 

Like  flowVT  grow,  like  flow'r  I  fade, 
Which  decks  the  vernal  plain ; 

Like  comet  swift,  scarce  seen  when  fled, 
Nor  visits  earth  again. 

Mine  age  is  very  vanity, 

And  nothing, Lord, with  thee; 

I  shut,  when  scarce  I've  op'ci  mine  eye^" 
Begun  to  breathe,  I  die  ! 

As  waters,  with  unwearied  might. 
Fast  wear  the  stones  away  ; 

Bo  doth  my  time  with  rapid  flight, 
But  undiscern'd,  make  way. 

How,  since  my  glass  hath  little  san(^ 

Shall  I  pursue  my  race? 
I'll  lean  on  Jesus  with  my  hand. 

And  trust  in  Jesus'  grace. 


b' 


Thus,  keeping:  Jesus  Still  in  view, 
TJun  for  th'  eternal  prize. 

And  seeV  a  li^f^  forever  new, 
In  bliss  above  the  skies. 

*  Forg'etfulness.' 
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XVIII. 

The  long  home. 


Believe,  my  soul,  thou  shortly  must 

Depart  to  thy  long  home ; 
And  leave  thy  lifeless  lump  of  dust 

To  moulder  in  the  tomb. 

Why  need  the  stranger  for  a  night 

Tlie  traveller  for  a  day. 
Care  if  he's  entertain'd  aright. 

Or  fares  ill  by  the  way  ? 

Why  with  expence  and  pains  should  I 

A  dwelling  here  prepare, 
Yet  look  not  through  eternity. 

How  I  shall  dwelt,  or  where  ? 

My  long,  mine  everlasting  home, 

I'll  always  keep  in  eye  ; 
I'm  daily  journeying  till  I  come 

Unto  eternity. 

Yet  A  few  wand'rings  on  the  shore, 
Till  death  the  transport  come. 

To  carry  me  (dare  1  deplore  ?) 
Unto  my  long,  long  home* 

Long,  long  I  to  all  eternity ; 

In  vain  my  friends  may  mourn, 
For  when  I've  gone  the  lonely  way, 

I  never  will  return ! 
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XIX. 

The  King  of  Terrors. 

Death,  thou  art "  King  of  terrors''  nam'd, 

For,  skilful  to  destroy, 
Thou  hast  a  cruel  army,  fam*d 

For  scatt'ring  pale  annoy. 

To  die,  and  yet  quite  unprepared 

Must  terrible  appear; 
For  death  will  no  man's  state  regard. 

Nor  one  entreaty  hear. 

The  tort'ring  pang  to  undergo. 

That  dissolution  brings. 
And  feel  the  hand  of  nature's  foe. 

Asunder  tear  life's  strings  I 


To  leave  the  world  and  friends  below. 

And  every  fond  delight. 
And  deeply  plunge,  for  aught  I  know. 

In  an  eternal  night  ? 

To  pass,  while  unknown  worlds  appear, 

And  by  an  unknown  road. 
From  earth  unto  the  flaming  bar 

Of  a  tremendous  God ! 

The  ghastly  pow'r  that  can  perform 

Such  dreadful  things  on  me, 
Must  to  a  faint  and  silly  worm 

The  king  of  terrors  be. 

But  heav'n's  great  King,  who  rules  on  high. 

Be  with  me  in  that  hour ; 
Then  by  his  might  I  shall  defy 

The  king  of  terrors*  pow'r* 
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XX. 

A  dying  Infant, 

On  thee,  0  God  /  this  child  I  roll. 

That  thine  he  still  may  be; 
When  he  breathes  out  his  infant  soul. 

Lord,  take  him  home  to  thee. 

AVhen  weeping  friends  the  babe  attend. 

As  life  forsakes  the  claj. 
Let  winged  seraphims  descend, 

And  waft  his  soul  awav. 


Though  here  the  famljbe  made  le8S, 

By  the  lov'd  number  one; 
Bj  one  so  may  the  hosts  increase, 

That  sing  before  the  throne. 

Now  let  another  harp  in  tune 

For  ever  praise  above, 
Another  soul  attend  the  throne, 

Another  sing  of  love. 

Receive  him  to  thv  boundless  bliss. 

Which  he  could  ne'er  implore. 
To  sing  of  all  thine  unsought  grace, 

And  we  will  weep  no  more. 


XXI. 

On  the  loss  of  a  Limb, 

What  pain  that  patient  undergoes  ? 

What  agony  endures .' 
A  limb,  though  dear,  away  he  throws. 

To  gain  a  few  more  hours. 


^^^  ^  TKK   HOUSE   OF   M0URNIN(^> 

Yet  who  can  say  that  loss  of  limb 
Shall  rescue  him  from  death  ? 

But  sinners,  who  forsake  their  sin, 
Shall  never  feel  God's  wrath. 

We  lose  a  limb  to  save  our  clay 

From  rotting  in  the  dust ; 
Yet  cast  our  precious  souls  away, 

To  keep  a  sordid  lust. 

Ah  !  what  advantage  can  it  bring, 
Though  now  it  please  us  well. 

That  lusts  and  idols  round  us  cling, 
When  we  descend  to  hell  ? 

But  0  the  pleasures  that  shall  rise. 
Though  flesh  and  sense  repine. 

When  lusts,  as  dear  as  our  right  eje% 
Are  mortified  within .' 

Then,  though  the  sons  of  v'ce  compute 

The  men  of  life  upright, 
Blind,  maimed^  and  crippled  in  their  fe^t, 

And  strangers  to  delight; 

Yet  they  shall  sonsof  vice  condemn, 

And  them  convince  of  this, 
Tliat  thus  they  s^&,  and  walk,  and  clim^, 

'To  everlastin*  blig5. 


XXII. 

Sicjc-hed  Experience, 

When  humbled  to  the  very  dust. 

Then  I  was  made  to  mind 
The  day  would  come,  when  die  I  must. 

And  to  the  grave  descend. 
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When  mj  career  of  strength  was  stopp'd, 

And  breath  like  to  expire. 
Such  words  as  these  my  conscience  dropp'd. 

In  mine  attentive  ear : 

"  How  has  thy  precious  time  been  spent  ? 

In  holiness  or  sin? 
Could  earth  afford  complete  content  ? 

Or  sought'st  tiiou  things  divine  ? 

'■'  Where  is  the  scroll  of  actions  rude. 

Thy  catalogue  of  sin  r 
For  if  notdrown'd  in  Jesus'  blood. 

They'll  rise  and  roar  again. 

-0*  hear  affliction,  hear  the  rod^ 

Nor  what  it  says  neglect ; 
For  without  cause  a  gracious  God 

Thee  never  will  correct. 

'•  Dost  thou  resolve,  if  bless'd  with  days, 

If  back  to  life  restor'd, 
To  walk  entirely  to  his  praise, 

And  live  more  near  the  Lord  r" 

How  sharp  and  piercing  was  my  sight, 

When  sickness  op'd  mine  eye  ! 
Tin  a  new,  another  light. 

Both  earth  and  heav'n  did  spy. 

Heaven  swell'd  so  bulky  in  mine  eye. 

It  claim'd  my  ev'ry  thought ; 
Earth  grew  so  small  a  vanity, 

I  deem'd  it  less  than  nought. 

I  flew  to  the  bright  fields  of  day. 

To  find  delights  divine  ; 
And  deep  resolv'd  that  vanity 

Should  ne'er  enslave  again. 
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XXIII. 

A  Writing  after  Recovery, 

I  lately,  pale,  the  passage  trod. 

Sickness,  the  portal  towards  death ; 

But  I'm  reliev'd  again  bj  God, 

And  draw  my  new-inspired  breath. 

Heaven  issu'd  out  the  dread  command, 
"  Go,  and  with  cords  yon  mortal  bind ; 

Doth,  send  a  part  of  thy  dire  band. 
But  see  thou  stay  thyself  behind.** 

Anon  these  messengers  of  pain 

Me  seiz'd,  I  thought  death  was  at  hand  : 

But  thou  didst  send  relief  again, 
And  didst  their  fatal  pow'r  remand. 

Eternity's  two-leaved  gate 

Turned  awful  on  its  aged  hinge, 

And  op'ning  wide  did  seem  to  wait 
My  great  unalterable  change. 

Death's  fiag  hung  waving  in  my  eyes, 
Suspended  o'er  the  dismal  tomb; 

Its  texture  dark,  and  vast  its  size. 

And  black  with  horror's  deepest  glooft^; 

Sighs  there  were  wrought,  and  there  a  tear 
Stood  painted  in  the  parent's  eye; 

And  one  might  groans  distinctly  hear. 
Deep  from  a  dear  acquaintance  fly. 

Below  Oblivion  dark'ning  lay, 

Eternal  in  its  rueful  guise, 
Where  swim  ten  thousand  worlds  away. 

Forgot  as  atoms  in  the  skies. 

Thus  rackM  for  nights,  and  vex'd  for  days, 

I  ploring  did  my  time  esnploy  ; 
But  now  I  do,  to  mine  amaze. 
Not  only  life,  but  health  enjoy. 
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I  must  depariy  must  be  forgot. 

Said  \,  farewell,  ye  sons  of  time  ; 
I  sigh'd,  in  secr-t  mourn'd  mj  lot. 

That  I  must  perish  in  my  prime. 

But,  Lord,  in  love  unto  my  soul, 

Thou  from  corruption's  pit  didst  save  ^ 

And,  pleas'd  to  let  me  live  a  while. 
Hast  ransom'd  from  the  silent  grave. 

I'll  with  a  thankful  offering 

The  sanctifying  altar  load. 
Thee  in  the  congregations  sing, 

And,  living,  praise  the  living  Gqd. 

My  days  unto  thy  praise  I'll  spend  ; 

Thy  praise  shall  be  my  task  below, 
Till  death  the  dismal  train  attend. 

To  strike  the  last,  the  fatal  blow. 

Since  silent  grave  is  not  my  bed. 

Lord,  let  me  never  silent  be. 
Thy  love  to  sing,  thy  praise  to  spread. 

From  pole  to  pole,  from  sea  to  sea. 

Death  shall  not  vex  nor  trouble  me. 

The  grave  no  damping  terror  prove^^ 
Because  'tis  thus  I  rise  on  high. 

To  regions  of  immortal  love. 

0  God,  thou  art  my  God,  I  know. 

The  Father  of  eternity; 
Then,  though  I  die  to  men  bolow. 

Yet  I  shall  never  die  to  thee. 


XXIY. 

Consolatory  Soliloquy 

Why  grudge  that  kind  relations  die. 

And  get  the  start  before, 
Before  me  to  eternity. 

And  the  bright  world  of  glore  ? 
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Why  murmur  at  their  bliss,  who  sit 
W'tb  thtir  victorious  Head  ? 

They  drink  the  spiced  wine,  and  at 
T;ie  King's  own  table  feed. 

Why  fret  that  they  are  flown  afar. 

The  happy  land*^to  find, 
"While  I  remain  on  fields  of  war, 

And  dwell  'mongst  foes  behind  ? 

Rejoice  I  will,  that  they,  unveiPd, 

Now  sec  his  glorious  face, 
Which  here  they  but  at  times  beheld. 

And  darkly  in  a  glass. 

O !  why  envy  their  happiness. 
Who  dwell  between  his  arms, 

'Cause  mine  is  but  a  transient  bliss, 
A  blink  of  passing  charms  ? 

Must  I  deplore  their  happy  state, 

AVho  see  his  glories  all. 
Because  I  yet  an  exile  wait. 

And  wak  behind  the  wall? 

Because  we're  toss'd  before  the  blast, 
Why  should  we  weeping  stand. 

To  see  a  shattered  ship  at  last 
Safely  arriv'd  at  land  ? 

Since  death  forme  is  on  his  road, 

And  soon  will  apprehend, 
Mo' p  let  me  mind  tie  living  God, 

Than  any  dying  friend. 


XKV. 


The  Preservation, 

Preserved  from  the  darksome  grave. 
Alio  from  the  pit  rescued. 

My  days  to  thee,  O  Lord,  I  gave. 
My  life  that  is  renew'd. 


THE   HOUSE    OF   MOlTRNIN(?f  fOl 

My  sun  then  seem*d  to  set  at  noon, 

My  years  away  to  fly  ; 
Hence  I'll  account  mine  a^e  beguif^ 

And  set  them  up  on  high. 

Well  nigh  the  silver  cord  was  cut, 

And  broke  the  golden  bowl ; 
The  fierce  disease  had  almost  put 

To  fliorht  th'  immortal  soul. 

o 

Pale  on  the  dread  tremendous  brink 

Of  vast  eternity, 
I  trembling  stood,  and  shrunk  to  think, 

How  I  must  plunged  be  ! 

Instead  of  peace,  great  bitterness 

Bid  overwhelm  my  soul. 
And  ev'ry  thinking  pow*r  oppress. 

And  through  my  bosom  roll. 

But  thine  indulgent  pitying  grace 

Did  hear  my  mournful  cry. 
And  soon  did  all  my  sorrows  chase. 

And  plac'd  salvation  nigh. 


XXVI. 


^1  Soliloqui/. 

When  solitary  and  alone. 

Death  stalks  before  my  mind, 

I  see  that  to  a  world  unknown 
I  shortly  must  descend. 

Why  hope  for  a  long  course  of  years, 
Since  time  itself  must  fail  ? 

The  longest  life  at  list  appear* 
But  vanity  and  toil. 
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Why,  then,  pursue  the  things  of  time. 

And  hunt  for  vanity ; 
Forgetful  of  my  mortal  frame. 

And  vast  eternity  ? 

In  that  tremendous  world  unknown. 
Where  deathless  spirits  dwell. 

The  pomp  of  monarchs,  and  a  crown. 
Can  never  more  avail. 

This  hand  that  writes,  these  eyes  that  read. 

(I  tremble  while  I  tell  !) 
Must  shortly  mingle  with  the  dead  ;— 

Where  shall  my  soul  then  dwell  ? 

Strange  !  thus  th'  aftairs  of  life  to  mind. 

Nor  think  of  heav'n  and  hell  I 
To  earthly  things  alone  inclin*dj 

And  here  delight  to  dwell  I 

Shall  transitory  things  decoy. 

And  leave  a  lasting  smart? 
Shall  toys  and  trifles  thus  destroy 

My  dear  immortal  part  ? 

Arise,  and  visit  the  dark  grave. 

Where  thou  must  shortly  lie  ; 
The  V^ay  in  comfort  here  to  live. 

Is  first  to  learn  to  die. 

When  faith  has  claim'd  a  mansion  blestj 

Where  God  and  Jesus  dwell. 
The  grave  becomes  a  bed  of  rest. 

And  death's  grim  horrors  smile. 


xxvn. 

Memento  Mori, 

Let  this  prevail  inev'ry  thought, 
'Midst  scene  of  grief  or  joy. 

That  I  must  to  the  grave  be  brought. 
That  Imust  shortly  die. 
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■Borne  fill  the  silent  bed  of  rest. 

Just  as  they  leave  the  womb; 
And  others  from  their  mother's  breast 

Are  carried  to  the  tomb. 

Not  blooming  youth,  nor  riper  age. 

Can  our  dear  life  prolong ; 
The  stripling  falls,  and  the  grave  sage 

Augments  the  mouldering  throng. 

Diseases  and  the  bloody  field 

Of  battle  cannot  bring 
Death  ere  his  hour,  but  then  all  yield 

Unto  his  deadly  sting. 

Then  let  not  vanities  in  bloom 

Allure  my  mind,  that  I 
Forget  that  awful  world  to  come. 

Forget  that  I  must  die. 


xxvnr. 


*i  deadly  disease  am^u^Infant?^ 

Man  is  like  grass,  the  rising  race 

Is  like  the  tender  blade. 
Cut  down  and  withered  in  the  place 

Where  first  it  rear'd  its  head. 

See  how  diseases  fast  pursue^ 

The  stranger  lately  come ; 
Sad  proof  that  vengeance  is  their  due^ 

Since  death's  their  oearly  doom  1 

Ah  !  how  the  little  infants  lie, 
Oppressed  and  pierc'd  with  paitt^ 

And  parents  weep  in  sympathy 
O'er  babes  that  cant  complain. 
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We  enter  many  a  weeping  door. 

And  see  relations  sad  ; 
.And  both  the  parents  deep  deplore 

About  the  infant's  bed. 

Their  eyes  which  scarce  have  seen  the  sun. 

Anon  are  clos'd  in  deatii ; 
But  look,  0  Lord,  propitious  down. 

Nor  sweep  the  world  in  wrath. 

0  let  our  sons  their  sires  succeed, 

And  live  when  we  are  gone, 
A  pious  race,  an  holy  seed. 

To  make  thy  wonders  known.' 

To  those  that  feel  the  fatal  blow, 

O  let  it  be  in  love. 
To  piuck  them  from  the  vale  of  woe^ 

And  plant  in  fields  above. 


XXIX. 

The  debt  of  Gratitudes  or.  Recovery  from  Sickness! 

'^ 
vStruggling  with  troops  of  growing  woe. 

How  wildly  did  1  rove  .' 

I  scarce  could  think  on  things  below. 

Far  less  on  things  above. 

Spectators  saw  me  faint  away, 

'Twas  thought  that  I  shouid  die ; 
But,  Lord,  thou  spok'st  the  kind  delay. 

And  placM  salvation  nigh. 

Impf  nding  death,  in  terror  clad. 

Stood  ready  to  devour  ; 
But  heav*n  the  gbasily  tyrant  tied. 

And  limited  his  pow'r. 
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1  counted  o*(er  my  scanty  day?, 

Wail'd  my  untimely  end  ; 
But  now  I  'mong  the  fiving  praise. 

And  thy  rich  grace  commend. 

At  what  a  price  would  I  have  bought 

A  respite  from  the  grave  ! 
And  yet  thou  graciously  for  nought 

To  me  a  respite  gave. 


Jehovah- Shalom  is  thy  name. 
For  thou  hast  calm'd  my  storm  j 

Jehovah'Rophi  be  my  theme, 
Since  thou  hast  heal'd  a  worm. 


Crane-like,  I  had  a  chatt'ring  voice, 
Oppress'd  with  pain  and  grief; 

But  now  all  my  glad  pow'rs  rejoice 
In  thy  new  gift  of  life. 

"While  thou  supporfst  my  mortal  frame, 

I  shall  pursue  thy  praise, 
Nor  will  I  change  at  death  my  theme. 

But  claim  seraphic  lays. 


XXX, 

€n  a  young  Lady  ivho  died  suddenly^  when  tnsiting  a 
Friend,  May  1,  1767.' 


The  friends  receive  the  welcome  guesl^ 

AVho  call .  bur  by  the  bye, 
On  a  loiiii  jouiiiey,  a'id  in  haste, 

To  reach  the  world  on  highi 
R 
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Physician's  skill,  relations' care. 

Anil  parents'  tend'rest  Ic^e, 
The  brother'*-  groan,  the  sister's  tear, 

All  unavailing  prove. 

The  little  trav'ller  must  away. 

Away  to  w^orlds  unknown, 
I»^or  will  another  moment  stay. 

For  all  that  can  be  done. 

I  pity  the  deploring  pair. 

Who  their  dear  Celia  mourn. 
Now  gone  to  make  a  visit  where 
.    She  never  shall  return. 

Snatch'd  from  the  charms  of  fond  delight. 

With  ev'ry  female  friend, 
^She  bids  them  all  a  hm^  good  nigktj 

And  leaves  the  world  behind. 

*-^  0  trifle  not  your  time  away. 
Though  youth  be  in  its  bloom! 

Prepare  now  for  your  dying-day, 
And  mind  the  world  to  come-^ 


XXXI. 


Teres;  or,  The  Breach,  Oct  21,  1759. 

Dare  I  at  any  rate  contend. 

In  any  case  co?nplain, 
Against  th'  Almighty's  glorious  hand. 

Or  towards  me  or  mine  r 

*Tis  true,  by  death  he  has  remo7*d 

(But  dare  I  angry  be  r)  J 

A  friend  deservedly  belov'd, 

And  very  dear  to  me. 
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But  fboujr'i  rnj  family  lossen'd  be. 

Can  1  i'i(l:^^d  (iej'loro. 
If  so  the  family  on  lng!» 

Have  but  one  member  more? 


If  but  anothor  anthem 


laj 


In  t  at  sub!ime  am)  ioftj  ^vaJ, 
V»'hith  human  skill  defies? 

Oliow  T  ban*  'twixt  joy  and  griefs 

To  see  t!^st  glory  tiiere 
My  friend  "njoys,  aflTorfisi"  relief; 

Eut  straight  I  drop  the  tear. 

To  think  that,  that  eternal  shade 

Is  fix'd  betwixt,  us  here, 
Tha^  sep'rates  all  the  min£;ling  dead. 

From  friends  and  families  dear; 

That  we  no  more  can  talk  of  love. 
No  more  his  mr-tchless  ways 

Talk  o'er  with  joy,  til!  from  above 
The  trumpet  rends  the  skies. 

But  why  should  I  lament  as  lost. 

My  fried s  before  me  gone  ? 
Yet  a  few  moments,  and  I  must 

The  same  way  foiiow  on. 

Then  let  me  fix  mine  eye  on  death. 
And  mind  my  scanty  years  ; 

Soon  the  same  hand  will  stop  my  breath> 
That  now  unlocks  my  tears. 

Death  is  the  debt  that  all  must  pay. 

Before  their  warfare  cease ; 
May  I  prepare,  then,  ev'ry  day. 

Just  to  depart  in  peace. 

Assur'd  th'  eternal  world's  at  hand. 

The  dead  I'll  not  deplore, 
Just  entering  on  Immanuel's  land. 

Where  death  shall  reign  no  moref. 
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XXXII. 


On  one  who  died  abroad,  whither  he  had  gone  for  the  recQ^ 
very  of  his  health.     Oct.%  1768* 


How  vain  to  leave  our  native  air,- 
For  -.ane  more  healthy  clime, 

Sinc«  Death  will  follow  ev'ry  vvherei 
And  Death  will  watch  his  timcc 

Ev»i}  so,  raj  friend,  by  learned  advice-, 

Forsakes  hia  pleasant  home, 
To  seek  out  some  young  paradise, 

But  finds,  alas!  a  tomb. 

Now  who  can  read  the  dark  decree. 

Or  future  events  know  ? 
He  has  indeed  gone  there  to  die, 

Although  he  meant  not  so. 

All  1  what  a  scene  of  growing  grief 

Before  mine  eye  appears .' 
The  weeping  babes,  and  wailing  wife, 

Are  all  dissolved  in  tears  / 

Brothers  and  sisters  mingle  woe, 

And  bitterly  complain ; 
The  old  gray-headed  parent  too. 

Augments  the  mourning  train. 

Friends  and  acquaintance  heave  the  sigh, 
And  loud  their  loss  bemoan, 

And  with  a  heart-felt  sorrow  cry. 
Ah/  is  our  friend  now  gone  ? 

Nor  honours,  nor  the  gay  delights 

Of  gawdy  courts  and  kings, 
Avail  him,  while  eternal  nights 

Inclose  him  with  their  winjrs. 


'^- 
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The  world,  to  this  departed  man. 

Is  now  not  worth  a  straw, 
Though  once  it  dar'd  to  entertain. 

And  pleasing  landscapes  draw. 

Not  weeping  babes  nor  wailing  wife, 

However  thej  deplore. 
Can  bring  him  back  again  to  life. 

Till  the  last  trumpet  roar. 

The  troubles  of  his  rising  race. 

Snail  never  pain  his  breast; 
The  ties  are  loos'd,  reLitions  cease, 

When  death  lajs  on  th'  arrest. 

Farewell,  vain  world,  the  day  comes  on. 

Perhaps  not  far  awav. 
When  some  shall  savof  me.  He's  gone^ 

To  min«;le  with  his  clav. 


But  this  shall  be  my  constant  cry., 

O  may  I  die  in  God  ! 
Wh;;tever  tinip  or  place  I  die. 

At  home  or  far  abroad. 


XXXIIL 


In  Sickness,  July  10,  1768. 

Why  should  I  thus  of  pain  complaim 

Ai^.dy;roan  beneatli  my  woe, 
^ince  'tis  but  loo-'ning  pin  by  pin, 

My  house  ol  clay  below  ? 

And  while  this  earthly  building  stands, 

I  cannot  soar  on- high  ;  • 
Wh V  then  tlispleas'd  ti.at  Heav'n  commands 
To  let  the  pris'ner  fly  ? 

R  3 
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Thus  bids  me  from  the  prison  flj. 

Of  sorrow  and  of  sin, 
To  the  fair  palace  of  the  sky. 

And  endless  rest  begin. 

I*ll  welcome,  then,  the  aching  head, 
Welcome  the  trembling  heart. 

As  heralds  sent  from  heav'n  with  speed 
To  bid  my  soul  depart* 

What  though  my  troubles  grow  amain;, 
And  hasten  my  decease? 

At  once  I  leave  complaint  and  pain^ 
And  wing  away  to  bliss, 


XXXI 7. 

Tlie  unprepared  must  dU, 

How  often  has  my  soul  been  sad. 

To  see  a  person  lie 
Confin'd  upon  a  dying  bed. 

And  not  prepar'd  to  die  / 

Struggling  with  some  severe  disease. 
He  groans,  and  pants  for  breath. 

Yet  turns  away  his  wistful  eyes 
From  the  dark  house  of  death. 

The  world,  in  this  momentous  hour,. 

Sits  heavy  on  his  mind  ; 
So  Jong  his  sole  delight  before, 

•Tis  hard  to  leav't  behind. 

Yet  ieave  the  world  he  must,  and  go 

To  his  eternal  state  ; 
Ah.'  now  my  soul  feels  pungent  woe. 

While  I  his  doom  relate. 
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Dash'^  from  the  presence  of  his  God, 

He  tumb'es  down  to  hell ; 
A  b!ark  and  terrible  abode, 

Where  fiends  nnd  furies  dwell  ? 

The  world,  that  once  could  cheer  his  sou]^ 

Aftbrds  him  no  delight, 
While  he  does  his  sad  case  condole 

Through  everlasting  night 

Eternal  torments  tear  his  soul, 
From  Hi-av'n's  incensed  throne, 

And  down  the  burning  thunders  rol^ 
And  God's  for  ever  gone. 

Deep  in  the  pit  of  black  despair. 

He  views  his  growing  woe. 
But  finds  not  one  to  pity  there. 

While  billows  overflow. 

Around  him  all  the  monsters  roar, 

Thp  fiery  fiends  of  hell. 
While  kindred  souls  their  case  deplor^ 

So  sad  no  tongue  can  teli. 

No  language  can  describe  their  state^, 

That  sink  in  seas  of  wrath  ; 
0  to  be  wise  before  too  late. 

And  well  prepar'd  for  death ! 


XXXY. 

Distinctinos  drop  in  Deaths 

Now  with  the  sons  of  men  I  walk 
Along  life's  crowded  way, 

And  with  the  sons  of  men  I  talk. 
And  traffic  ev'ry  day. 
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B'ltif  Tforvvaid  ca^t  mine  eye, 

\n(i  that  not  vei  y  far. 
Into  a  dark  eternity. 

Where  I  must  soon  appear ; 

I  see  bright  angels  round  !ne  stand. 
Nor  shall  the  sight  affright, 

And  disembodied  spirits  bend 
Before  the  throne  of  light. 

Then,  while  among  the  sherds  of  clay^ 
How  should  my  soul  despise 

The  poor  distinctions  of  a  day, 
Which  perish  where  they  rise  ! 

The  men  that  soon  with  worms  must  lie. 

Should  very  humble  be ; 
The  souls  that  sooii  shall  reach  the  sky, 

Should  raise  their  head  on  high. 

Since  my  companions  I  must  change, 
(And  who  can  tell  how  soon  ?) 

Tiirough  a  vain  world  no  more  I'll  range. 
For  iiow'rs  ihat  fade  at  noon. 

But  in  their  labour  and  delight. 

Ere  I  from  earth  remove. 
Associate  witli  the  sons  of  light. 

And  for  that  world  improve. 

Their  labour  is  to  sing  his  praise. 

And  set  him  up  on  higli ; 
And  their  deligM  to  view  his  face, 

Through  everlasting  day ! 


XXXVI. 

Commendable  Concern, 

Poor  patients,  and  their  various  pains, 

1  bear  bi  fore  the  throne. 
Formerly,  Lord,  with  thee  remains 

To  each  distressed  son. 
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It  is  not  much  to  see  our  clay 

Return  again  to  dust; 
Bur  O  how  tad  that  souls  must  fly 

To  an  uncertain  coast  I 


Must  flit,  yet  not  know  where  to  go^ 

Nor  where  a  friend  to  find, 
When  friends  avail  no  more  below. 

But  must  be  left  behind. 

But  0  how  happy  is  the  soul 

That  lives  and  dies  in  God  ! 
He  soars  to  the  celestial  pole, 

Frcin  this  terrestrial  clod, 

The  anguish  and  the  dying  sma'rt 

Shall  give  but  short  at.noy, 
For  all  the  pangs  about  his  heart 

Dissolve  in  endless  joy. 

This  day  the  dying  youth*  complies 

With  his  Creator's  will ; 
'**  How  vain  the  world  .'  how  vain,*'  he  criQS, 

"  When  we  must  take  farewell !" 


It  must  be  vain,  since  all  its  wealth, 

However  fools  admire, 
Cannot  procure  a  moment's  health  ; 

Though  rich,  we  must  expire. 

How  sweet  to  seft  celestial  gracB 

Corrob'rate  broken  bones  / 
Heav'n  smiie  on  the  disfigured  face. 

And  sound  through  dying  groans  I 

But  sad  to  see  our  kindred  clay, 

W^hile  weeping  friends  convene. 
Not  have  one  pleasant  word  to  say. 

About  the  world  unseen  J 

*  A  very  promism^  young  gentleman  on  his  jdeath-l)e<3. 
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But  why  conceal,  ye  heirs  of  grace. 
The  hc^aveniv  gift  be<«>towM  ? 

Abo'j>^  to  close  yotu"  Christian  race^ 
Why  blush  to  talk  tor  God  ? 

Your  (lying  speeches  some  may  move; 

To  vv:ilk  in  wisdom's  road  ; 
At  Uast  bear  witness  to  the  love 
V  And  kindness  of  jour  God. 


XXX  V II. 


On  the  death  of  the  last  of  my  near  RelatlGns,  March.  9, 1770 

Not  that  I  quarrel  with  my  fate. 

Nor  combat  with  thy  throne. 
But  I  deplore  my  des'late  state. 

That  I  am  left  alone. 

Mj  dearest  parents  long  have  lain, 

Witii  eight  sweet  babes  at  rest, 
Kovv  cruei  death  the  ninth  has  slain. 

And  1  remain  the  last ! 


Eradicated  from  the  ground. 
The  blooming  nurs'ry  dies. 

Before  they  spread  their  roots  around. 
To  rise  In  other  trees. 

TfiQU  kast  my  friends  put  far  from  me, 
And  torn  them  from  my  love. 

Made  desolate  all  my  company. 
And  frowned  from  above. 

Wliere'er  I  go,  whate'er  I  see, 

(Vet  fain  I'd  be  resigned), 
Their  image  meets  my  weeping  eye. 

And  fills  my  thoughtful  mind. 
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Now  f  have  none  to  cheer  mv  iieart. 

When  pre^s'd  with  pond'rou^  woe, 
Xone^that  can  ^.ood  advice  impart^ 

Or  point  me  what  to  do. 

When  my  dear  friends  in  the  darktoni^ 

Are  mingled  with  the  deati. 
The  whole  creation  wears  a  gioom. 

And  every  thing  looks  saa. 

Like  the  robb'd  pelican,  that  makes 

Her  plaint  to  every  wind, 
Wnile  seeking  tiiruugh  the  barren  brakes 

Her  young,  but  cannot  find ; 


So  thus  I  stare  acquaintance  round, 

V>'here  I  hav::  seen  before 
My  friend  ;  bui  aii  /  my  friend's  not  found; 

But  ah  I  my  friend's  no  more. 


Where  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end  r 

Not  ill  this  vale  of  tears. 
Not  till  1  to  his  throne  ascend, 

Y\'here  sorrow  disappears. 

Though  solitary  and  alone, 
Though  pensive  and  opprest, 

0  !  grant  communion  with  the  throne. 
And  my  toss'd  soul  shall  rest. 

And  now,  since  ail  my  friends  are  gon|, 

Death  cannot  fetch  a  bl-iw 
To  me,  but  one  ;  I  '^vait  that  orre^ 

And  then  farewell  to  woei 


,^ri. 
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XXX  vin. 

J  Prayer  for  a  dying  Infant,  May  16,  1^65. 

He  cannot,  Lord,  pour  out  a  prayV, 

Nor  deprecate  his  doom  ; 
Yet  spare  his  soul,  in  mercy  spare. 

And  bless  in  worlds  to  come. 

Although  in  Adam  he  must  die, 

Through  Jesus  let  him  Jive 
In  glory  to  eternity. 

And  life's  fair  crown  receive* 

O  how  astonished  must  he  stand 

Before  the  avvful  bar/ 
But  may  the  judge  at  his  right-hand 

His  stedfast  friend  appear* 

For  him  let  thy  compassions  plea4. 

Nor  leave  his  soul  forlorn  ; 
For  him  the  Saviour  intercede. 

Who  once  a  babe  was  born. 

Let  endless  anthems  rise  to  graces 

When,  with  astonish'd  eje. 
He  fiuds  his  ever-happy  place 

Amoijg  the  hosts  on  high. 

Let  him  whose  mercy  boundless  is 

Admit  him  to  his  throne  ; 
And  let  this  magnify  his  blis-s, 

'Twas  neither  sought  nor  known  J 

Though  deatli  his  new  form*d  heart-strings  breal^j 

And  crush  his  feeble  frame, 
Let  first  the  language  he  shall  speak. 

Be,  Glory  to  the  Lamb  / 

Then,  happy  child,  who  taw  no  sin. 

And  felt  no  loils  below. 
But  from  the  voiub  jusl  enter'd  in 

That  land  where  pleasures  flow^ 
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XXXIX. 

Jesus  the  Resurrection.    Jan.  21,  17&4. 

I  LAY  my  clearest  friends  in  dust, 

And  dare  not  once  complain. 
For  thou,  0  life  of  men/  I  trust, 

Wilt  raise  them  up  again. 

They'll  rise  at  thine  almighty  call, 

On  that  tremendous  day, 
When  rocks  shall  rent,  and  mountains  falj. 

And  islands  fly  away. 

The  silent  grave  why  should  I  dread  ? 

Why  fear  so  much  to  die  ? 
Since  mv  dear  Lord  anioiig  the  dead, 

AVas  pleas'd  three  days  to  lie. 

There  Thou  hast  left  a  rich  perfume. 

Which  still  shall  fragrant  be  ^ 
A  bed  of  roses  is  the  tomb, 

To  them  that  sleep  lathee. 

Why  so  discons'late  is  my  heart  ? 

Why  so  acute  my  pain  ? 
Though  now  my  friends  and  I  must  part, 

Yet  we  shall  meet  again. 

Ah !  still  the  dear  ideas  rise. 

And  in  my  bosom  throng. 
Their  pleasarit  lips,  their  charming  eyes. 

And  their  engaging  tongue. 

Come  near,  thou  future  world,  that  I 

May  ev'ry  loss  retrieve  ; 
Are  ye,  my  relatives,  on  high  ? 

Are  you,  my  friends,  alive  ? 

**  Yes ;  why  then  weep  for  us  as  dead, 

Since  we  are  only  gone 
To  Jesus,  our  ex-^lted  Head, 

To  worship  at  his  throne  r'* 
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XL. 

On  an  acquaintance  who  died  unseen  in  the  open  fields, 
Dec,  2,  1771. 

Ah  /  the  cold  ground  must  be  his  bed. 

For  all  the  beds  at  home  ; 
And  the  dark  clouds  for  curtains  spread. 

And  heaven  the  spacious  dome  ! 

There's  not  a  light  around  the  bed, 

Aad  no  attendants  near. 
No  friend  to  prop  the  dying  head. 

Or  drop  the  tender  tear. 

Reelining^n  the  humble  ground. 

His  soul  pursues  her  v\-aj, 
But  first  invites  the  clods  around 

To  cover  the  pale  clay. 

How  precious  is  the  love  of  Christ, 

That  sweetens  evVj  scene  ! 
Whose  ev'ry  way  with  saints  'S  blest, 

Howe'erfond  friends  complain. 


i;,  to  hfi 


Dark  night,  to  hfm  that  dies  in  peace. 
Shall  shine  like  cloudless  day; 

And  angels  shall  supply  the  place 
Of  all  their  kindred  clay. 

'Tis  love,  and  not  the  finest  down. 

Makes  soft  a  d>ing-bed  ; 
And  love  will  raise  to  God's  high  throne, 

Where'er  the  head  be  laid. 

Before  disease  give  loud  alarms,, 
And  fill  my  friends  with  fear, 

I  breathe  my  soul  into  his  arms, 
And  no  disturbance  near. 


XLL 

The  Golden  Hour  Improved,    Dec,  8,  1771.- 

While  yet  I'm  sound  in  ev^ry  pow'r, 
Aad  draw  m  y  chearful  breath. 
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Let  m^  improve  the  golden  hour. 
In  looking  out  for  death. 

These  Jimbs  which  now  are  sound  and  strong. 

And  rear  their  load  upright. 
Must  feel  infirmity  ere  long, 

And  bend  beneath  its  weight ; 

These  ears,  in  nature's  sad  decline, 

Take  in  butha!fthe  sound  ;  '  ^ 

Nor  social  joy  be  longer  mine. 
While  friends  converse  around ; 

This  eye  that  now  does  objects  see, 

And  reads  for  worlds  to  come, 
M'lst  soon  grow  dim,  and  closed  be 

Within  the  silent  tomb/ 

Shall,  then,  the  jrolden  hours  of  life 

Be  thrown  away  on  sin, 
On  trifles  that  must  end  in  grief, 

And  agonies  within  ? 

No:  but  while  balmy  health  I  breathe, 

I'll  mind  the  world  to  come  ; 
'Tisthen  too  late  to  think  on  death, 

When  dropping  in  the  tomb. 

While  yet  the  sun  of  life  shines  bright, 

ifte  hours  iefc  me  improve, 
By  thinking  oft  on  death's  dark  night, 
"When  I  must  hence  remove. 

Thus  death  and  I  familiar  made. 

No  matter  when  he  come  ; 
I  will  notlothe  the  dying-bed, 

Nor  shudder  at  the  tomb. 

Admitted  to  behold  his  face, 

And  feast  upon  his  love, 
My  soul  through  death  shall  boldly  pre§?. 

To  dwell  with  Christ  above. 
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XLIL 

In  a  severe  Fit  of  Pain* ^  Jpril  10,  177^ 

Ah  !  future  torment  how  severe  ! 

Ah  I  who  can  wrath  sustain  ? 
No  friend,  no  comforter  is  there. 

To  pity  us  m  pain  ! 

Ev'n  while  t  toss  and  tumble  here^ 

And  groan  beneath  mj  load, 
I  pour  to  heav'n  a  broken  prajV, 

And  glance  a  look  to  God. 

But  O  that  gulph  of  horror,  where 

Both  soul  and  body  lie 
In  tortures,  anguish,  and  despair. 

To  all  eternity  ! 

This  thought,  could  I  sedately  think. 

Might  ease  my  sliarpest  pain, 
Though  press'd  to  death,  I  shall  but  winkj 

And  wake^.anxi  all's  serene. 

Bless'd  be  a  suffering  Saviour's  love  ; 

Bless'd  be  a  bleeding  Lord, 
Whose  death  did  my  sad  fears  remove^ 
~^^ And  heaveriy  peace  restor'd. 

But  lighten  now  thy  heavy  stroke. 

Lord,  humbly  I  implore. 
Else  my  clay  frame  is  quickly  broke. 

And  I'm  at  once  no  more- 


XLIII. 

On  attending  a  Funeral  to  the  Church  rard,  Jlpril  1, 1773, 

The  bell  tolls  loud  ;  the  solemn  sound 

Strikes  both  my  Iieart  and  eur  ; 
"While  the  sad  friends  convene  around 

The  melancholy  bier. 

*  The  first  verse  only  was  made  when  in  palu. 
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Yet  we  but  dust  to  dust  convej. 

The  soul's  already  gone 
To  raptures  of  eternal  day, 

Or  agonies  unknown. 

Think  deep,  how  soon  the  scene  must  change  / 

Yes,  that  dread  day  will  come. 
When  friends  around  my  corpse  shall  range. 

To  bear  me  to  my  tomb  / 

Think  deeper,  where  my  soul  shall  stand. 

While  worms  my  flesh  destroy  ; 
O  may  it  be  at  thy  right-hand. 

Where  there  is  endless  joy ! 


XLIV, 


Birth-day,  May  50,  177$.,^ 

Great  God  /  this  day  my  life  began. 
And  still  thy  pow'r  appears  ; 

For  I  am  now  arrived  at  man, 
A  man  of  many  years. 

Ere  long,  my  life  on  earth  shall  endj^ 
But  then  thy  love  shall  shine  ; 

For  I  shall  at  thy  throne  attend^ 
And  see  thy  face  divine. 


XLV. 

The  Universal  FarewelL 

Farewell  for  ever,  earthly  ball. 

The  idol  oft  of  sense  ; 
I  wait  my  heavenly  Father's  callj 

To  take  my  journey  iience. 

s  2 
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Farewell  the  flow'ry  fragrant  field. 

Where  1  have  walkM  alone. 
While  heav'n  was  sometimes  pleas'd  to  yield 

Communion  with  the  throne. 

Farewell  the  converse  of  the  Wise, 

The  visits  of  the  fricpd  ; 
My  soul  would  climb  ihese  Cloudless  ski$s, 

And  there  be  entertain'd. 

Farewell  my  friends  of  ev'ry  name, 

However  near  or  dear  ; 
May  we  a  nobler  friendship  claim. 

Than  death  in  twain  can  tear.  : 

Farewell  sun,moon,  and  sparkling  skies^ 

Where  pow'r  and  love  I  read ; 
I  to  that  higher  heaven  would  rise^ 

W^here  sun  nor  moon  I  need. 

The  ordinances  of  his  grace, 

The  courts  of  God,  adieu  ; 
When  T  shall  see  him  face  to  face.^ 

I'll  have  no  need  of  you. 


XL  VI. 


The  Interment  of  a  Friend* 

0  when  shall  dawn  that  wondrous  day. 
When  wide  shall  burst  the  tomb? 

The  pilsner's  then  shall  rise  to  life. 
When  life's  great  Lord  shall  come. 

Of  late,  when  death  the  daughter  seiz'd. 

Sad  was  the  mother's  heart ; 
She  cried,  oppress'd  with  sorrow  great, 

"  My  child,  and  must  we  part?" 

-'Tis  true,  they  have  not  parted  long. 
And  now  shall  part  no  more  , 

At  other's  s'des  their  dust  si.ali  r«st^ 
Till  the  last  trumpet  roar. 
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Since  death  of  all  twat's  dear  'an  rob. 

All  t'  at  makes  life  look  2:av  ; 
And  'vh'-n  deprived  of  comforts  here, 

Take  life  itseH  away  ; 

'Twill  be  our  wisdom  to  secure 

An  int'rrst  in  '  i*  love  ; 
For  God  a  portion  shall  remain 

When  frien<ls  and  worlds  vemove*^ 

To-day,  r  l^-ave  a  friend  interr'd  ! 

A  nieia'iC^^oly  scene! 
The  o;rav-'s  dark  door's  again  unbarr'd^ 

To  let  a  lodger  in. 


XLVII, 

Seeing  a  Friend  apparently  dying,  Feb,  9,  177 6, 

Poor  youth  !  and  is  thy  race  near  run^ 

Thy  sun  just  at  its  height  ? 
And  must  thy  life's  meridian  sun 

Thus  set  in  endless  night  ? 

Mercy  to  his  immortal  soul. 

And  pardon.  Lord,  I  plead  ; 
Th'-n  shall  I  not  his  ca^e  condole. 

Though  number'd  with  the  dead^ 

Tx)  die  in  youth  may  hard  appear. 

To  such  as  live  in  sin  ; 
But  death  to  glory's  happy  heir, 

At  any  time  is  gain. 

See  giddy  youths  rush  heedless  on. 

Nor  dream  their  end  is  near. 
Till  death,  to  them  a  c'oange  unknown,. 

Cuts  short  their  mad  career. 

Ah.'  how  the  pleasing  dream's  dispell'^, 

When  the  last  hour  draws  near  ! 
Ah  !    ow  their  soul's  with  terror  fiU'd^ 

Whea  future  worlds  appear  ! 
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But  happy  they  who  mind  their  end. 
And  precious  time  improve  ; 

They  now  in  hope  their  years  shall  spend,. 
And  dwell  in  joys  above. 


XLYIII. 

On  passing  a  house  shut  up  by  the  death  of  a  deal'  acquain- 
tance, who  lived  at  a  great  distance,  July  7,  1775, 

1  see  the  house,  I  see  the  home  ; 

But  where's  the  dweller  ?  where  ? 
Alas  !  within  the  silent  tomb/ 

A  lonely  lodger  there. 

No  kind  congratulations  here. 

Where  mutual  love  did  burn  ; 
Sad  mem'ry  bids  me  shed  a  tear. 

Fond  friendship  bids  me  mourn  ! 

Thus  some  shall  shortly  mourn  for  me^ 

And  pass  my  bolted  door  ! 
For,  ah !  the  day  is  hastening  nigh. 

When  I  shall  be  no  more  ! 

I  leave  my  sorrow,  and  with  joy 

I  join  th' immortal  throng. 
Who  in  thy  praise  their  pow'rs  employ^ 

While  ever  new  their  song. 

Tliere  we  shall  see  his  glorious  face. 

There  all  the  wonders  tell 
Of  his  rich  love,  his  sovereign  grace. 

That  conquer'd  death  and  hell ! 

Thrice  happy  day.'  with  joy  of  heart, 

In  love's  sublime  abode, 
I'll  meet  my  friends,  no  more  to  part. 

Before  tlie  throne  of  God, 

Adieu,  the  mem'ry  of  a  fr-end. 

Mine  own  fraif  lif*»,  adieu  ; 
Welcome  that  bliss  that  knows  no  end. 

That  state  where  all  is  new. 
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XLIX. 

An  Interview  with  Deaths  JS^ov.  21,  ITfS.  ' 

Vain  world,  and  all  its  cares,  begone  5 

I'll  talk  awhile  witn  deatn. 
And  converse  with  the  world  unknown> 

Ere  cease  my  vital  breath. 

Why  should  I  of  to-raorrow  boast. 

Its  light  who  ne'er  may  see  ? 
Why  trifle  on  the  frightful  coast 

Of  vast  eternity? 

Around  acquaintance  every  day 

Descend  into  the  tomb. 
And  each  pale  corpse  seems  thus  to  say, 

Prepare  to  meet  thy  doom. 

Oh  !  could  I  oft  converse  with  deaths 

And  cast  my  fears  away  ; 
For  well  I  know  unshaken  faith 

Can  this  grim  giant  slay. 

Pull  out  the  sting,  my  God,  my  King, 

And  death  shall  notdism.ay  ; 
I'll  in  the  lonely  valley  sing, 

Seneath  thy  heav'niy  ray.     • 

Let  Jordan  e'er  so  rapid  seem, 

'T'hon'lt  s.tme  safely  o'er;  „-^ 

The  stream  recoils,  the  ra;)id  stream 

Thatwash'd  its  banks  before. 

Conducted  by  ImmanuePs  hand. 

Nought  will  my  -:o'il  flislrei^s, 
I'll  travel  to  the  promi'^'d  ;an,l, 

And  haste  to  heav'niy  bli?£U 

Thus  dnat'i,  which  all  the  vv')rld  dismays, 

Sh  li  but  excite  vr.'s  sung; 
So  Jordan's  chanr.?'  "-  IT  i  for  praise. 

While  Israel  waik'd  along. 
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Human  Life,  a  Journey  among  the  Tombsi 

While  journeying  to  m  v  fuiure  home. 

Through  this  sad  vale  of  t.-ars, 
I  travel  still  from  tomb  to  tomb. 

Till  my  own  tomb  appears. 

Here  mingle  men  of  pvVy  art. 

And  men  of  ev'ry  age. 
Philosophers  and  fools  of  heart. 

The  simple  and  the  sage  ; 

The  sovVeign  and  his  favourite, 

Ilovve'er  they  shone  a  while. 
Though  not  in  tombs  of  equal  state. 

In  equal  darkness  dwell. 

Here  men  of  letters  claim  no  more, 

(Ev'n  learning,  ah.'  how  vain.') 
Than  some  few  letters,  to  deplore 

The  last  lamented  scene. 

Here  beauty,  robb'd  of  all  her  charms. 

Lies  rotting  in  the  grave  ; 
Corruption  clasps  her  in  its  arms. 

And  worms  a  banquet  have. 

Here  sucklings,  from  the  dandling  knee,' 

Lie  stretch'd  on  the  cold  clay  ; 
Yea,  the  untimely  birth  I  see. 

That  never  saw  the  da  v. 

Here  unconcernM  the  parents  He, 

In  death's  profounde^t  sleep, 
Xorheed  their  orphans' piteous  cry. 

Nor  hear  their  infants  weep. 

Here  lies  the  aged  parent's  stay. 

Whose  case  all  men  bemoan. 
Who  sdw  them  to  tne  grave  convey. 

Their  son,  their  only  son. 

Here  all  the  fond  distinctions  sink, 

Which  please  the  !,!Jnian  eye ; 
And  here,  my  soul,  se^luteiy'think,. 

Myself  muat  shortly  lie* 
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LI. 


Ort  the  Death  of  an  aged  Minister  of  the  Gospel, 
Jan.  9,  1774. 

Much  has  he  spoken  of  the  grace 

And  glones  of  our  King ; 
But  now  he  sees  him  face  to  face. 

And  sweeter  notes  doth  sing. 

The  toils  of  threescore  jears  and  ten 

Immediately  remove, 
When  Jesus  kindly  calls  him  in. 

To  banquet  on  his  love. 

The  troubles  of  his  mortal  life 

Shall  never  in^re  annoy; 
But  ail  th?  bitter  streams  of  strife 

Are  lost  in  seas  of  joy.  - 

No  matter  how  death  comes  withal, 

Still  saints  in  peace  expire; 
Or  by  disease,  or  ,udden  fall. 

By  water,  or  by  tire. 

The  tender  parent  feels  no  pain. 

Now  he's  arrivM  at  glore ; 
The  widow,  and  her  weeping  train. 

Affect  hi*  soui  no  more. 

How  poor  he  counts  creation  now^ 

Who  a  whole  heav*n  can  claim. 
The  glories  of  Jehovah  view. 

The  graces  of  the  Lamb/ 

His  shepherd's  crook  he  lays  asid^ 

His  pleasure  and  employ; 
And  he  who  long  a  flock  d-d  guid^. 

Now  feeds  in  fields  of  joy. 

Far  brighter  glories  charm  his  eye 
Th3P  e'er  his  tongue  could  tell  J 
From^ev'ry  sin  for  ever  free, 
Js  joys  and  songs  excel. 

fw  all  is  everlasnng  day 
With  him  before  the  throne;. 
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All  rapt'rous  bliss  without  allay. 
And  ecstasies  unknown. 

AYell,  the  same  change  awaits  for  me, 
For  my  lasf  day  mu^t  cume  ; 

May  the  samt!  God  my  i)ortionbe. 
And  the  same  heav'n  my  home  I 


LIL 


Death  performs  kind  Offices  to  the  Saints.  Jan.  16,  iTr^b 

See  what  kind  office  death  performs, 

Anii  \\,,j  »  )ould  we  complain,  r 
He  sets  us  free  from  all  the  siorms 

Of  trouble  and  of  pain. 

He  wafts  the  worshipper  away 

To  Jesus'  blesi^'d  abod  , 
Where  frailty  nor  a  boistVous  day 

Prevents  to  waits  on  God. 

He  wafts  us  from  tlie  vale  of  woe 

To  all  the  bliss  above. 
And  makes  our  sad  complaints  below 

Give  place  to  songs  of  love. 

Though  sharp  afflictions  oft  have  made 

All-creat.ure-c  jmforts  vain, 
Vet  death  can  only  strike  them  dead, 

Ne*er  to  allure  a&ain. 


•^c 


Though  all  our  life  the  enemy 
With  us  hot  wars  ma^  wage. 

By  death  we  ev'ry  foe  defy, 
And  mock  their  feeble  rage. 

The  saint,  although  a  mortal  worm, 
(And  'tis  a  wondrous  sight !), 

By  death  puts  on  an  angel's  form, 
And  shines  in  heav'nly  light, 

'Tis  death  casts  out  the  seeds  of  sin^ 
And  ends  our  long  exile ; 
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'Tis  death  that  brings  th' adorer  in 
AVithiu  th«  very  vail, 

'Tis  death  (why  then  complain  of  death  r) 

That  brings  us  home  to  God  ; 
Sweet  change  !  uhen  robb'd  of  mortal  breath. 

Eternal  life's  bestow'd ! 


LIEU 

T/zg  Baath  of  a  Sinner,    Jan.  21,  1774. 

O  !  'tis  a  melancholy  scene. 

To  see  a  sinner  die ! 
My  thoughts  it  view,  with  heart-felt  pain, 

And  pierce  eternity. 

But,  lo  !  in  anguish  I  am  lost ; 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  tell 
What  'tis  to  see  his  flitting  ghost 

Condemn'd,  and  cast  in  hell ! 

To  hear  (but,  ah  I  what  ear  can  hear  r) 

His  everlasting  groan, 
The  cries  of  consummate  despair. 

And  unremitting  moan .' 

for  ever  an  infinite  flood 

Of  wrath  shall  round  him  roll ; 

For  ever  all  the  storms  of  God 
Shall  dasli  against  his  soul ! 

Remorse,  a  terrible  remorse. 

Shall  pt  ey  on  ev'ry  pow'r ; 
His  ''e^p'rate  case  grows  worse  and  woree. 

His  mis'ries  more  and  more  ! 

The  gnawinw  worm  shall  never  die, 

But  still  the  tire  be  blown  ; 
There  all's  a  dark  eternity. 

And  agonies  unknow  n  ! 
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LIV. 

Saints  blessed  in  DeaiJu    Dec.  1,  177^. 

And  has  the  soul  speedily  fled. 

And  arrived  at  the  realms  of  bright  day  ? 

Why  sorrowful,  then,  hang  my  head. 
And  weep  and  deplore  the  pale  cla\  r 

Or  buried,  or  plac'd  on  a  pole. 

Fierce  malice  no  more  can  molest ; 

Where  glory  dilates  his  glad  soul, 
Ev'n  hell  cannot  hinder  his  rest. 

'Tis  true,  he  lies  silent  in  death. 

But  as  true,  he  no  more  shall  complain 

Of  all  the  sad  tokens  of  wrath, 

That  give  him  such  anguish  and  pain. 

Contention,  and  clamour,  and  strife. 
Which  made  his  meek  spirit  to  mourn , 

These  storms  which  embitter'd  his  life, 
Are  over,  no  more  to  return. 

The  eye,  the  long  sorrowful  eye,    ■ 

Shall  ne'r  a  sad  tear  shed  again; 
The  cheeks  shall  for  ever  be  dry  ; — 

Survivors,  should  this  give  us  pain  r 

Diseases  and  sickness  no  more 

Shall  shake  the  frail  cottage  of  clay ; 

In  death  the  sharp  struggle  is  o'er, 
And  death,  lo  /  now  cannot  dismay. 

Though  interr'd  without  pomp  'neath  the  clod. 
Yet  his  wants  are  all  come  to  an  end  ; 

He  needs  nought,  on  whom  Heav'n  hath  bestow'd 
Such  stores  as  he  never  shall  spend. 

His  breast  no  more  beats  with  dismay; 

Sharp  sorrows  no  more  overflow  ; 
His  heart  no  more  heaves  the  deep  sigh. 

Like  to  burst  with  sad  anguish  and  woe  I 

No  hunger  nor  cold  shall  he  feel, 

Disquiet,  nor  painful  desire  > 
Present  him  a  crovvn<he  won't  smile  ;  '    . 

Nor  weep,  were  the  earth  set  on  fire. 
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Nor  Satan,  nor  sin  shall  ensnare. 

Nor  pa^-sion,  nor  r.Tpjudire  i)lind  ; 
Nor  comfortc,    or  cro-s*»s,  nor  care. 

Disturb  his  inimovpable  mind. 

H-:;  falls,  but  he  conquers  in  death  ;  * 

His  state  shall  triu.aphant  remain; 
Yea,  Satin,  in  ^pi+*-  of  his  wrath, 

Shall  ntver  harass  him  again. 

Novv  i^m  is  dislodtjM  from  his  flesh  ; 

T  clasp,  and  1  kias  the  dear  clay; 
How  -air  is  hia  budy,  how  fresh. 

When  siiis's  pii  I  refaction's  awav! 

No  sorrows,  or  mournful  complaint. 

Of  friends  and  of  relatives  dear, 
Shall  ever  perplex  or  torment. 

Or  ever  mo'  e  en-.er  his  ear. 

Dear  carcase,  tlien,  rest  in  thy  grave  ; 

And  though  thou  shalt  moulder  awaT> 
At  last  thou  shalt  rise,  and  receive 

Bright  angels'  immortal  array. 

Come,  friends,  let  us  dry  up  our  tears, 

Our  sorrow  shall  turn'd  be  to  jcj; 
"When  Jesus  our  Saviour  appears,  -   ' 

Nor  death  nor  the  grave  shall  annoy. 


LY. 

The  Funeral  of  a  Friend.    June  9,  1775. 

Here  death  has  laid  his  leaden  hand. 

And  snatchid  m)'  friend  away; 
O'er  the  pale  c«)rpse  I  pensive  stand. 

And  wail  the  lifeless  clay. 

O  how  the  aged  mother  weeps ! 

So  pain'd  she  scarce  can  weep/ 
But  undisturb'd  the  daughter  sleeps, 

And  shall  for  ever  sleep  ! 

How  soon  are  dear^t  friends  forgot, 
Whoe'er  their  death  deplore  ' 
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Before  their  very  bones  can  rot. 
Their  mem*ries  are  no  more. 

Tlie  festive  day  has  call'd  me  here. 

The  marriage  of  a  friend. 
But  now  the  mp'ancholy  bier, 

I  mourning  mu^t  attend. 

O  !  that  fix*d  state,  the  state  unknown^ 
Which  I  must  shortly  know  ; 

Thither  my  friend's  already  gone. 
And  thither  1  must  go. 

Why  so  averse  to  drop  our  dust  ? 

Why  so  much  grief  at  death  ? 
Since  those  that  sleep  in  Christ,  we  trust 

Shall  share  his  quick'ning  breath  ? 

0  may,  when  in  the  ^rave  I'm  laid, 

My  soul  to  glory  rise, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  of  mind  be  glad. 

With  his  unclouded  .rays ! 


LVI. 

Support  under  Pain,    «/V*of.  23,  17T$. 

When  suff'ring  sharp  and  gnawing  pain, 

What  profits  all  our  store  ? 
We  find  the  whole  creation  vain. 

Nor  love  it  as  before. 

But  bless'd  that  love  which  takes  away 

The  anojuish  of  the  mind  ; 
And  will  command  that  heav'nly  day, 

W^hen  sin  and  sickness  end. 


LVII. 

Fity  towards  a  dyin^  sinner,    JDec,  8,  1776. 


Mercy  to  an  immortal  soul 
I  earnestl}  implore  s 
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His  outward  case  I  inucii  condole, 
But,  ah.'  his  inward  more. 

His  case  how  can  I  but  lament  ? 

I  find  no  signs  of  ^race. 
To  prove  he  ever  did  repent. 

Or  sought  the  Saviour's  face. 

0  heal  his  soul  by  this  disease  ! 

Lord,  mend  him  by  thy  rod  j 
And  let  not  death  the  culpnt  seize. 

Till  recOMcil'd  to  God. 

Though  he  has  long  withstood  thy  charms. 

And  long  refus'd  thy  grace  ; 
Yet,  Jesus,  thine  almighty  arms. 

Can  save  the  rebel  race. 

Then  of  this  rebel  make  a  son, 

Antl  thy  rich  grace  proclaim, 
W.ich  now  and  then  a  soul  has  won^ 

Just  falling  into  flame. 

Though  in  thine  orchard  he  has  stood 

Fruitless  for  marjy  a  year, 
Yer,  to  the  praise  of  grace,  O  God  ! 

Make  him  both  bud  and  bear. 

Alas/  how  shall  a  soul  sustain 

The  fierceness  of  t  due  ire  ? 
With  dreadful  burnings  who  remain^ 

Or  dwell  in  world:>  of"  fire  } 

Nothing  but  m.;rcy,  nou;2;ht  but  thine^ 
Can  save  his  soul  from  vvratii ; 

Then,  Lord,  here  iet  thy  mercy  shine. 
And  he  shall  live  in  death. 


LVIIL 


In  prospect  nf  Death.     April  13,  ITTT 

What  comfort  now  it  yieUls  to  me. 
That  I'm  in  sight  of  shore, 

T   ^ 
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Who  long  have  sailM  a  storm  v  sea. 
And  heard  the  billows  roar  I 

Though  a  rebellious  spendthrift  thing 
Must  dread  the  time  to  come/ 

Yet  sure,  a  loving  son  will  sing, 
To  see  his  father's  home. 

Farewell,  the  toils  of  human  life. 

Adieu,  ye  num'rous  snares ; 
Farewell,  anxiety  and  grief. 

Adieu,  corroding  cares. 

Bless'd  day,  when  death  shall  waft  me  o^ei 

To  dear  Immanuel's  land. 
Where  I  shall  sigh  and  sin  no  mor^. 

But  in  his  temple  stand. 

Does  not  the  lab'rei*  long  for  rest? 

The  traveler  to  get  home  ? 
Much  more  the  soul  with  sin  opprest. 

Should  pray  that  death  may  come. 

Ere  heav'n  we  reach,  we  first  must  die^ 

'  Fis  thus  I  enter  in 
To  thf  bright  palace  of  the  sky. 

Where  I  shall  cease  from  sin. 

Where  shall  we  find  a  won^e  disease 

Than  slavish  fears  of  death  r 
The  whole  creation  cannot  pl^-ase. 

Where  heav'n  hangs  on  a  breatlK 

If  I  no  higher  heav*n  can  claim. 

Than  found  in  things  b?low, 
Then,  w'.en  I  drop  my  mortal  frame^ 

I  must  all  good  forego. 

But  fjiith  in  him  in  whom  T  live 

Shall  triumph  oVr  the  tomb; 
His  voice  s''a!t  make  the  dead  revive^ 

And  at  his  tall  Tli  come. 


LIX. 

On  a  child  that  died  unseen  in  bed,  in  the  nighi, 
Sept.W,  1778, 

The  child  was  carrif  d  to  repose^ 
As  oft  was  doue  before  3 
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His  eyps  in  pleasing  slumbers  close, 
But  ueve^  open  more  / 

Death,  in  the  dark  and  silent  shade, 

Bereavi^s  th^^  babe  of  bj-eath  ; 
The  inot!>er  wakes  '  the  soul  is  fled. 

The  body's  stiff  in  death! 

They  view,  they  turn  him  round  and  round. 

No  symptom  find  of  life  ! 
A  tiHJUsand  struj^ojlirig  thoughts  confound. 

High  swells  the  sea  of  grief. 

O  parents    then,  take  this  advice. 

Whene'er  a  child  is  giv'n, 
For  God  is  just  in  all  his  ways. 

Resign  it  back  to  Heav'n. 

If  gracious  Heav'n  is  pleas'd  to  spares 

This  shall  the  bli^s  refine/ 
If  not,  't  shall  thy  soul  prepare 

To  part,  and  not  repine. 


LXe 


Thinking  on  Death, 

When  thinking  on  my  latter  end. 
And  my  frail  life  deploring. 

My  thoUji^hts  unto  the  heav'ns  ascend. 
Where  thousands  stand  adoriiig. 

There  sin  and  sorrow  are  not  known, 
And  death  shall  never  enter, 

To  dragth'  adorer  from  the  throne 
Down  to  the  grave's  cold  centre. 

Though  pain*d  in  the  expiri  15:  nang^ 
While  arrows  round  m^  rattle. 

If  on  my  Saviour's  arm  I  i:ang> 
I  bhall  escape  the  battle. 
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0  to  be  rip'ning  for  that  state 

Of  cousutnm  ite  fruition. 
Where  I'll  proclaim  thy  mercy  great;, 

That  sav'd  me  from  perdition. 

May  heav'n  appear  in  all  I  say. 
And  still  may  the  new  creature. 

The  more  my  outward  parts  decay, 
Increase  in  strength  and  siature. 

Dear  Saviour,  may  I  sleep  in  thee. 
Then  thouyh  mv  friends  be  sorry. 

Yet  when  the  trumpet  calls  on  me, 
I  shall  awake  to  glory. 

No  matter  if  the  -Jiings  of  time 

Be  grievous  or  be  i^ai  iful. 
For  when  I'm  past  this  earthly  clime, 

I  shall  know  nothing  painful  ; 

But  spring  into  my  Saviour's  arms. 
When  freed  from  every  fetter. 

See  more  and  more  his  matchless  charms, 
And  love  him  still  the  better. 


LXI. 

Jre  not  my  Days  few  ?  Jan,  3.  177^ 
Are  not  my  days  few,  very  few  ? 

And  short  life's  longest  year  r 
Compared  to  thine  eternal  now, 

A:,  nought  my  days  appear  / 

Yet  I  in  life's  contracted  span. 

For  ages  must  prepare  ; 
Then,  ah  !  that  inconsid'rate  man 

To  trifle  here  shoula  dare. 

I  can't  recall  one  moment  lost ; 

Then  tim.e  mi  — pent  must  pain  ; 
But  O  what  tongue  can  count  the  cost 

Of  life  spent  all  in  vain  r 

Since  life  is  short,  and  time  mustend^ 
Sijould  anxious  cares  p'er  move, 

Or  fear.-,  infest?  No,  ['11  depend 
On  thine  unchanging  love* 
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Til  seek  no  comforts  in  the  clime 

Ofsorrow  and  of  sin. 
But  study  to  improve  my  time^ 

Till  I  shall  enter  in,— 

Into  the  paradise  above, 

Where  life  knows  no  decay ; 

But  all  the  soul  goes  out  in  love 
To  God ,  through  endless  day. 
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LXIL 


•4  J\'*pighbour  no  more.    Jan.  SO,  1779. 

Ah  !  now  my  neighbour  is  no  more. 

But  dropp'd  into  the  tomb; 
While  relatives  his  death  deplore. 

He  has  received  his  doom. 

O !  then  how  should  I  speak  for  God, 

Since  it  will  not  be  long 
Till  r  must  drop  this  mortal  clod. 

And  move  no  more  my  tongue/ 

And  O  /  to  hear  with  ready  ear. 

And  ci^.eerfully  oboy. 
Since  sliortly  I  no  more  shall  hear. 

When  past  of  grace  my  day. 

And  O  !  to  read,  with  ravished  eye, 
God's  word  for  worlds  to  come  ; 

Since  sight  and  light  are  lost,  when  I 
Arrive  at  my  long  home. 

Then  let  me  every  pow'r  improve. 

While  life  and  health  aregiv'n. 
That  when  I  make  nu  /ast  remove, 

I  may  arrive  at  he^tv'n. 
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LXIIL 

Comfort  in  the  Decease  of  Saints.  Feb.  25,  1 779. 

How  cheerful  may  we  lay  the  dust 

Of  frien'^s  into  the  tomb, 
When  wp  have  solid  ground  to  trust 

That  they  are  but  gone  home ! 

Home  to  their  Father's  house  above, 

To  join  the  gene'al  sona:. 
Am'  share  the  treasures  of  his  love, 

Vi  i' 1  the  thrice  Imppy  throng. 

Why  should  we  thus  be  bath'd  in  tears. 

Why  feel  severe  annoy. 
Since  they  triumph  o'er  ail  their  fears. 

And  share  eternal  joy  ? 

Ravished  with  everlasting  charms,     * 

And  crowii*d  with  glory  bright, 
They  rest  be*vveen  Imma^'uel's  arms. 

And  feast  on  pure  delight. 


LXIV. 


The  longer  we  live,  the- more  loth  to  die.  Oct.  24,  1775. 

The  longer  in  the  world  I  live, 

(\h  :  may  1  blush  the  tale  to  tell  /) 
My  roo;s  [deeper  strike,  and  grieve 

To  bi<i  this  empty  world  farewell. 

But  0  how  sordid  my  desire  ! 

How  weak,  how  languid  is  my  love  ! 
That  i  sin's  vile  abode  prefer 

To  splendid  paiaces  above  ! 

It  is  fiot  age  <  an  wean  the  mind 
JFrom  earth, -and  vanities  below; 
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But  age,  if  carnally  inclined. 

Ma)  well  the  soul  o'erwiieiin  with  woe. 

Though  I  should  live  for  many  years. 

What  could  I  hope  on  eaith  to  find. 
But  sins  anr)  sorrows,  crosaes,  cares. 

And  sad  distractions  of  the  ruind  ? 

How  strange  that  all  the  toils  of  time 
From  time  can't  wean  m;   foolish  heart/ 

Xor  all  the  joys  of  heav'ti's  fair  clime 
Inflame  wito  ardour  to  depart ' 

Sense  must  to  things  of  sense  still  cleave. 

For  nature  can  no  higher  rise  ; 
•-Tis  heavenly  grace  alone  can  give 

Desires  to  soar  above  the  skies. 

O  could  I  die  to  things  belo^v  ! 

And  live,  while  here,  to  God  alone  ; 
I'd  long  to  drop  my  dust,  and  go 

To  dwell  in  heav'n  before  the  throne. 


LXV. 

Recovered  from  a  severe  Jit  of  Rheuv.iatism.  Bee.  2, 177§, 

Lord,  let  me  now  with  pleasure  pray, 

Since  quite  reliev'd  from  pain; 
Be  grave,  because  lean  be  gay  ; 

Strious,  because  serene. 

Oh  !  how  prepost'rous  to  begin 

Religion,  when  I  lie 
Attack'd  with  sickness,  rack'd  with  pain. 

And  death  approaching  nigh. 

To  God,  then,  let  me  give  the  pow'rs 

Of  an  unbroken  minfi, 
And  let  me  give  health's  briskest  hours 

To  things  of  serious  kind  ; 

For  if  I  give  a  broken  mind. 
And  dregs  of  health  to  God, 
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Can  I  acceptance  hope  to  find. 
Nor  tear  to  feel  his  rod  ? 

if  th'int'rests  of  a  future  state 

Ne'er  gave  concern  before, 
^o  seek  our  country's  quite  too  late 
When  launching  from  the  shore. 


LXVL 

'Ihe  Old  must  die.     Oct  11,  1780. 

15ince  now  so  near  my  latter  end, 

Tt  need  not  strike  surprise. 
Though  sudden  death  should  apprehend^ 

And  seal  up  both  mine  ejes. 

I  walk  upon  the  very  shore 

Of  vast  eternity ; 
And  soon  shall  drop,  and  never  more 

Be  seen,  vain  world,  in  thee. 

The  man  that  fifty  suns  has  seen 

Their  annual  journies  make. 
Of  a  short  life  can  ne'er  complain. 

But  his  farewell  should  take. 

His  long  farewell  of  all  below  : — 

Then  all  below,  farewell  ; 
Farewell,  my  dearest  friends,  I  gc. 

With  dearer  friends  to  dwell, 

I  go  to  see  my  Saviour's  face, 

Throuf^h  everlasting  day, 
I  fly  to  his  divine  embrace. 

And  join  the  heav'nly  lay. 


Lxvn. 

On  a  Pious  Matron's  Decease.    April  7,  1781. 

The  various  troubles  of  her  life 

Sh.dl  never  more  annoy. 
And  all  her  bitter  drops  of  grief 

Are  urovvn'd  in  seas  of  joy* 
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The  sacred  fire  of  heavenly  love 

Burntpureljin  her  breast; 
Ah  /  why  should  worldly  cires  remove 

The  saints  from  such  a  feast  ? 

Her  wakeful  nights  and  wrestling  hours 

For  sons  and  dau-liteis  dear, 
Heav'n  knows,  and  can  the  blessing  pour. 

The  bless'd  return  of  prayer. 

At  length,  when  seas  did  round  her  roll. 

From  cares,  and  snares,  and  sin, 
God  pitied  then  his  dove,  poor  soul. 

And  k\i',d\y  piiWd  her  in, 

Into  a  paradise  of  bliss. 

And  most  divine  employ. 
Where  cloudless  visions  of  his  face 

Shall  crown  her  highest  joy. 


Lxvin. 

.    Awaked  with  Pain,    May  6,  irSL 

■^ince  gnawing  pain  has  broke  my  sleep. 

Let  me  essay  to  pray 
To  God,  who4  every  thought  is  deep,     , 

And  sovereign  is  his  way. 

O  happy  who  sliall  n^ver  feel 

The  fvjry  ol  hi,  wrath, 
The  torment  of  that  fiery  hell, 

Wnere  dwells  the  secoi.d  death? 

Hence  peace  of  mind  I'll  greafly  p'ize, 

Improve  my  healthful  srate, 
Fi»r  when  disease  or  sorro.vs  seize, 

The  soul  is  all  disqui  t. 

Now  I'll  improve  my  healtli^  day 
In  minding  fieav*nly  ^hin^s, 
U 
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Ere  death  shall  barter  down  my  clay* 
And  break  the  vital  strings. 


LXIX, 


M  untimely  BiHh  in  the  Mthor's  Family,  Thursday,  Sept- 
20,  1781. 

Bclore  the  time,  the  pregnant  womb 

Teems  forth  the  lifeiess  load. 
Quite  ready  for  tlie  gaping  tomb; 

The  soul  had  gone  to  God. 

Just  dropp'd  from  the  Creator's  hand. 

My  thoughts  fly  out  afar, 
I  see  the  naked  spirit  stand 

Before  tli'  impartial  bar. 

Dread  thought/  the  soul  first  opes  her  eye 

On  God, and  awful  things! 
Plunges  in  vast  eternity. 

And  drinks  immortal  springs  ! 

Sweet  thought !  though  never  heard  to  cry. 

Nor  seen  to  shed  a  tear. 
It  shouts  the  halleiujah  high. 

In  the  celestial  quire. 

Stranger  to  all  beneath  the  sky. 

Unknown  to  friends  and  fame, 
Behold  the  little  foetus  fly 

To  the  celestial  clime  ! 

Thou2;h  a  small  grave  contains  the  dust 

Tne  deathless  soul  can  claim 
A  whole  eternity,  and  boast 

Of  an  immortal  frame. 

Amidst  parental  feelings  strong. 

For  loss  I  can't  repair, 
I'll  mind  that  1  must  go  ere  longf 

To  dwell  for  ever  there. 
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X)  may  I  dwell  where  Jesus  dwells, 

Behold  his  lovely  face, 
And  still  adore,  with  kindred  soulSj 

His  rich  redeeming  grace  / 


LXX. 

A  Em'band  looking  on  his  dying  JFife^''    Oct.  7, 17S1. 

Adieu,  dear  spouse,  the  time  will  come  ere  long. 
When  vve  shall  join  in  the  eternal  son-. 
We  part  in  tears,  but  soon  shall  meet  in  joy, 
And  all  our  pow'rs  in  God's  high  praise  employ. 
To  see  t'-sce  flyi^^g  filis  my  soul  with  pain. 
But  death  to  thee  will  be  eternal  gtin. 
Th.e  sweet  remembrance  of  tliy  pleasant  life. 
Mixes  a  jo\  amidst  my  bitt'rest  ii;rief.    ^       ^^ 
W  ny  should  I  moun/beci^use  ihou  g^'tt'st  before? 
A  few  sad  year^.and  ail  my  ^orrovs  o'er. 
Amidst  my''pangs  could  1  but  htai  ihe  lays  1 

WKich  ye,  blest  souls,  to  your  Redeemer  raise,        ^ 
In  -.pite  of  grief,  my  plaints  should  turn  to  praise.  J 
To  quit  with  all  ^or  Chrir^t  belongs  to  me; 
To  die  ill  Christ  is  all  remains  lo  tn^e. 

Part .'  must  we  part  ?  I  find  I  caiinot  part ; 
Die  when  thou  wilr,  t:>.ou  'It  dr-i^;  alon«:  ny  heart 
Oh  1  could  my  soul  swltt  with  my  dariing's  fly, 
And  join  together  in  the  songs  ..n  :iigh  ! 

As  chastest  love  warm'd  mu  ually  our  heart. 
So  strong  I  feel  the  sympathetic  amart  , 
TiiV  <lyii'.g  ran^s  from  'hy  doar  breast  pierce  mine; 
Oi;  1  .ould  my  ic:*ings  ease  these  p.'jv^s  of  diinc  ! 
But  thy  High  Fs  iest,  compis^'onaie  ai.d  icind, 
Ftels  all  thou  f-el'.t,  anJ  nil  thou  feel'^t  vvul  end  : 
Then  eml  it,  Loni  I  ar:d  bid  her  s^^\vu  fly 
To  thine  em  tra-  <  -  for  eteriiity. 

*  The  Author  refers  to  his  o  >\  n  case. 
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LXXI. 


On  the  death  of  a  dear  and  beloved  wife   three  weeks  afteT 
bearing  a  Dead  Child,    Thursday,  Oct,  11,  1781. 

Ah  me  !  I  saw  her  sore  decease ; 

Yet  let  me  not  complain. 
One  moment  of  the  heavenly  bliss 

Has  balanced  all  her  pain. 

Discreet  and  prudent  towards  alH, 

And  pious  towards  God, 
Her  death  a  grievous  loss  I  call. 

Yet  quarrel  not  the  rod. 

Parient  beneath  her  long;  distress, 

Submissive  and  resi;;n'd, 
At  God's  command  she  rose  to  blis&j 

And  left  her  griefs  behind. 

H-'^w  p'easant  was  our  married  life. 

Which  malice  can't  reprove  ; 
Free  from  discord  and  jarring  strife, 

'Twas  spent  in  peace  and  love. 

How  sweet  those  serious  moments  were^ 

Wheri  she,  dear  sauit,  fiid  pray, 
And  of  that  heavenly  bliss  confer, 

Which  she  enjoys  this  day. 

Swifter  than  I  she  ran  her  race, 

And  now  has  reach'd  the  throne  ; 
•  She  sees  her  Saviour  face  to  face. 

While  1  but  follow  on. 

Be^Told  !  at  last  bright  angels  throng 

Around  her  djingbed; 
Her  disembodied  soul  aloiig 

In  heavn'ly  triumph  lead. 

From  the  bright  hosts  her  infant*s  soul 

Springs  forth  ;  they  fondly  meet  ; 
Dear  parents,  brothers,  sisters,  all 

Her  blessM  arrival  greet. 

Kow  heavenly  wonders  round  her  rise., 
And  her  attention  call ; 
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Her  Saviour's  glories  fix  her  eyes, 
And  fix  for  ever  shall. 

The  raptures  of  the  world  on  high 

Dilate  her  ravished  breast; 
'Mongst  glories  of  the  Deity 

Her  soul  takes  up  her  rest. 

But  now  my  sorrows  swell  again. 
To  think  she's  mine  no  more; — 

Silence,  sad  heart,  and  say  Amen, 
Since  she  is  gone  to  glore  ; 

Since  now  she  stands  before  thethrone^ 
(Below  she  loved  the  place), 

And  now  with  ecstacies  unknown 
Exalts  redeeming  grace. 


Lxxn. 

Comfort  against ^rief for  the  Death  of  ReUsious  RelcL- 
•^  tions.     Oct,  15.  1781. 

She's  now  with  God  1  delio;htful  word/ 

My  friends  to  glory  gone  ! 
Then  why  should  sorrow,  like  a  sword^ 

My  spirits  prey  upon  r 

Set  free  from  every  mortal  woe^ 

She  knows  no  more  annoy; 
Triumphing  over  every  foe, 

How  boundless  is  her  joy/ 

No  sorrow  in  her  soul  can  rise. 

From  sinners,  or  from  sin  ; 
On  God  she  feasts  her  ravisii'd  eye^: 

And  raptures  swell  within. 

No  cares  disturb  her  tender  breast. 

Now  she's  uncloathed  of  clay  j 
Her  famiiy  on  her  God  she  cast. 

That  Rock  who  lives  for  ay. 
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Communion  with  a  three-one  God, 

Fruition  of  his  love. 
And  vision  bri^^ht  above  the  cloud. 

Sum  up  her  bliss  above. 

Then  why  am  I  so  much  distress'd? 

This,  this  shall  comfort  me. 
That  she  is  now  complotf^ljbless'd. 

And  ever  bless'd  shall  be. 


LXXIIL 

Sorrow  Checked,    wVov.  2, 1781. 

I  wake,  and  faith  ascends  the  skies, 
Fram  the  surrounding  eight ; 

And, upwards  lifts  her  ravished  ejes 
To  the  fair  fields  of  liAiU 

Bless'd  place.'  where  no  remains  of  sii> 

Disturb,  no  ills  annoy; 
All  tempests  past,  and  entered  in 

A  plenitude  of  joy. 

How  trifling  years  of  carnal  mirth, 

'I  o  one  bless'd  hour  above  •' 
How  tasteless  ail  thejoys  of  earth. 

To  Jesus  and  his  love! 

There's  not  one  mourner  on  the  mounf^ 
One  throb  the  biesss'd  among  ; 

Their  sorrows  should  they  now  recount. 
It  would  but  swell  their  song. 

What  cheerful  looks,  what  sparkling  eyes. 

From  ecstacies  within  • 
Like  stars  they  plant  tiie  heavenly  skies. 

And  in  nis  beauty  shine. 

And  there  1  see  her,  heavenly  soul .' 

That  in  my  bosom  lay  ; 
Dear  love  /  thy  loss  1  oft  condole,— 

But  straight  she  seems  to  say. 
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^»  Kind  man,  wljj  thus  lament  my  death/ 

\\  "i;.  mourn  for  m^'  soloni;? 
Gu,  uui  prepare  to  quit  this  earth. 

And  come  aud  join  our  song." 
/ 


LXXIV. 

Brevity  of  Mans  Life,  Job  xiv.  March  17,  ITSZ 

Man*s  'lays  (frail  man  of  woman  born .') 

Are  few,  and  quickly  o'er  ; 
Like  dews  that  fall  in  early  morn. 

Ere  noon  he  is  no  more. 

But  trouble  sharp,  of  various  kind. 

His  every  step  way-lays  ; 
Trouble  of  body  and  of  mind 

Attends  him  all  his  days. 

Like  flowers  he  opens  fair  to  life. 

With  ev'ry  blooming  joy; 
But  death,  like  the  sharp  scythe  or  kniffi) 

Doth  all  his  hopes  destroy. 

As  shadows  of  a  summer-cloud 

Fly  swiftly  o'er  the  field; 
So  man  continues  not :  Great  God  } 

How  soon  to  death  we  yield  ! 

Atul  dost  thou,  Sovereign  of  the  skieSj 

From  thine  imperial  throne. 
Open  thy  bright  and  burning  eyes 

On  such  a  transient  one  ? 

Dost  thou,  by  strokes  which  heavy  fall. 

By  chastisement  severe. 
Me  to  thy  dread  tribunal  call. 

To  plead  against  me  there  ? 

What  power  can  purge  our  poisoned  frame 

No  human  pow'r,  we  kno^v  ; 
%V}i\,thfn, should  guilty  mortal  claidi 

Eternity  below  f 
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Hife  days  and  months  determined  stand, 
By  him  who  rolls  them  round  ; 

All  are  appoiated  by  his  hand. 
Nor  can  he  pass  his  bound. 

Then  turn  from  him,  that  yet  he  may 

Find  rest,  and  taste  solace. 
Till,  as  the  hireling's  toilsome  day, 

He  shall  complete  his  race. 

Though  trees  are  levelled  with  the  ground, 

Man  feels  a  heavier  blow  ; 
For  from  their  roots  that  spread  around, 

Straight  other  trees  will  grovv- ; 

But  man  expires,  poor  worm !  and  then 

For  ever  v/astes  away ; 
His  hopes,  his  fears,  his  plans  are  vaiUs 

Who  cannot  boast  a  day. 

As  riv'lets  dried  by  summer-heat 

Forget  to  feed  the  sea. 
And  as  land-floods,  when  they  abate. 

Must  soon  forgotten  be  ; 

So  man,  soon  as  his  days  are  done. 

Lies  down  to  rise  no  more. 
Till  the  whole  frame  of  nature's  gon^ 

And  the  last  trumpet  roar. 

Oceans  that  rage  around  his  bed 
Can't  break  his  slumber^  i  ejp; 

Nor  thunders  bursting  o'er  his  head. 
Awake  him  from  his  sleep. 

He  cannot  leave  his  gloomy  cell. 
Nor  from  death's  chambers  come. 

Till  the  great  Judge's  glorious  call 
Shall  open  every  tomb. 

Then  from  the  vanquished  grave  I'll  rise, 
Tojoin  the  heavenly  throng, 
.   With  transports  sparkling  in  mine  eyeSr 
And  triumphs  on  my  tongue. 

Then  let  me  slumber  in  the  tomb. 
And  rest  from  toil  anu  s  rife. 

Till  that  appointed   period  come, 
When,  bless'd,  I'll  rise  to  life. 
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LXXV. 

Death  called  to  mind,     J\'or.  30,  1783. 

That  day,  that  most  momentous  clay, 

Soon,  very  soon  will  come, 
When  1  must  leave  this  house  of  clay. 

An' J  haste  me  to  my  home. 

But  O  how  terrible  to  think. 

That  I  should  death  forget. 
Though  waikir.g  on  the  very  brinB. 

Of  an  eternal  state.' 

My  dciys  are  number'd  all  by  thee. 

For  thou  hast  set  their  bound  ; 
Ho^\  few  they  are  is  known  to  thee  ; 

How  evili  1  have  found. 

Acquaintance  dropping  ev'ry  day 

Into  the  gaping  tomb. 
Seem,  as  they  drop,  to  speak  a»id  say, 

"Thy  (urn  must  shortly  come/'* 

The  sorrows  that  be?iege  my  soul 

Migh*^  wean  from  all  below  ; 
B'it  ()  what  transports  through  me  roll. 

If  faith  can  sweetly  know, 

That  all  my  mourningj  moments  must 

('ome  «ihortly  to  an  end  ; 
"VV!  ile  ill  thy  highest  praise  I  trust 

Eternity  to  spend  I 


LXXVI. 

Diseases  admonish  us  of  our  Departure*  March  13,  1785. 

At  times  to  feel  a  pang  of  pain. 

May  to  our  profit  turn  ; 
It  says  that  here  we  can't  remain. 

That  here  we  but  sojourn. 

ButO  the  anguish  of  that  hour. 
When  hope  and  joy  expire. 
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And  the  poor  sou!  must  snll  endure 
Tiie  thunders  of  God's  ire  ! 

Ah  !  who  can  ^rom  his  an^er  flj. 

Who  tills  infiaife  space. 
Who  lives  to  al!  eternity. 

To  punish  or  to  bless? 

Where  all  the  terrors  of  despair. 

And  torments  of  the  p4t, 
Shall  the  poor  wretch  for  ever  teap^ 

And  no  escape  from  it ! 

Then  will  I  to  the  Saviour  flj. 
To  be  redeem'd  from  wrath; 

Thus  shall  I  pain  and  death  defy 
With  an  unshaken  faith. 


LXXVIL 

Death  to  he  kept  in  Eye  in  evt-ry  Plan,    JVov*  6,  1785. 

Now,  while  mv  lawful  schemes  I  lay. 

And  ponder  o'er  and  o'er, 
I  view  grim  death  from  day  to  day 

As  at  the  very  door. 

Yet  thus  I  own  his  sov 'reign  hand. 

Confide  his  stable  love  ; 
Yea,  should  he  sudden  death  command. 

His  conduct  I  approve. 

J'or  sudden  death  shall  end  my  cares; 

My  cares  on  him  I  roll. 
And  truht  him  with  my  whole  aftairs. 

With  a  composed  soul. 

His  wisdom,  pow'r,  and  goodness  shine 

Most  glorious  in  mine  eye  ; 
And  wiiat  is  good  for  me  and  mine, 

He'll,  when  most  fit,  supply. 

Should  I  on  instruments  depend, 

Anon  they  drop  in  d'^ath  ; 
And  ev'n  my  nearest,  faithfdl  friend, 

Yieidb  up  his  mortal  breath. 
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But  God  can  instruments  command. 
Or  work  wifnout  them  can  ; 

How  safe,  then.,  in  his  mighty  hand 
Am  1,  thrice  happy  man ' 


LXXVIII. 

^he  Vanity  of  Grandeur  at  a  Funeral,    July  25,  17$^, 

"What  grandeur  here  is  thrown  away. 

Attendant  on  the  tomb.' 
These  high-plum'd  horses  but  convey 

The  corpse  to  its  long  home. 

What  numbers  gazing  crowd  the  way, 

y  it  mortal  ev'ry  one  ; 
Spectators,  mind  your  dying  day, 

For  it  is  ha»t'ning  on^ 

But  now  from  funVal  pomp  my  thought 

Retires  to  worlds  unknown. 
And  see  the  naked  spirit  brought 

Before  the  juOgement-throne; 

AVhere  the  whole  world  no  more  avails 

Than  atoms  in  a  beam  ; 
And  all  created  comfort  fails, 

Like  banquets  in  a  dream. 

W  y,  then,  shouM  souls  immortal  feed 

On  vanity  and  wind  ? 
And  iiying  shadows  grasp  with  greed. 

But  cast  iheir  God  bthind  ? 

Fnknown  I'll  live,  unknown  I'll  die^ 

And  Oily  vvi>h  to  come, 
Wtl  oui'd  oy  ail  the  hosts  on  nigh^ 

To  mine  eternal  h.tne. 

But  What  are  all  the  hosts  to  me. 

If  h^  that  fiils  the  th/one 
Brings  kint'.ly  nt-ar,  and  deigns  to  be 

Mine  aU  in  worlds  unknown 
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*3  Prayer  in  the  Prospect  of  Death.    Dec,  10,  1786, 

0  what  a  vast  eternity. 

Now  awful  opens  to  my  view  5 
Mj  God,  my  Saviour,  pity  me,^ 
My  sins  forgive,  my  fears  subdue. 

Let  others  boast  their  upright  aims. 
The  gen'ral  mercy  let  them  plead ; 

All  such  vain  pleas  my  soul  disclaims. 
But  Christ,  I  know,  can  save  indeed. 

He  died,  yea  more,  he  died  for  me  ; 

The  faith  of  this  shall  death  unsting; 
He  lives,  and  to  eternity 

My  soul  with  him  in  life  shall  reign? 

The  toils  of  life  no  more  attend. 
And  sin  shall  never aex  me  more; 

How  pleasant,  that  my  latter  ead 

Is  peace,  though  tempests  round  me  roa% 

1  bid  a  weary  world  farewell ; 

To  pious  friends  I  bid  adieu  ; 
W.'ll  meet  and  s>ing  on  Zion  hill. 
The  song  of  triumph  ever  new. 

Give  m;^  assurance  of  thy  love. 

Ogive  me  foretastes  of  th}  joy/ 
Then  shall  I  long  to  be  above, 

And  pant  for  everJasiir'g  day. 

My  latest  breath  shall  pour  a  prayer, 
F'jrZion  in  the>e  sinfu!  lands; 

0  let  thy  church  stil!  flourish  there. 
And  firm  remain  while  nature  stands'^ 

1  cast  my  fam'iy  on  thy  care, 

Oii  thee  devolve  my  infant  race. 
And  earnest  plead  thai  they  may  share 
Th^  mercy  and  forgiving  grace. 

Now  (.ione  with  all  below,  mine  eyes 

Lnn^d^iiig  expect  the  car  wf  ddj. 
In  vhich  rii  lo  thy  g'oiy  ris-, 

Anu  joyful  drop  my  cloak  o.  claj^. 
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LXXX. 

Oil  a  }Vomnu,whn,  at  the  sig/it  of  Fire  catching  in  hev 
Bouse,  is  (iff.'ighted,  swoons,  and  dies  in  a  few  hours. 
Dec.  31,  1786. 

Ho-.v  quickly  is  the  soul  disjoin'd. 

From  her  companion  claj - 
Biaturb'd  on  eartii,  she  flies  to  find 

An  house  for  endless  day. 

The  fire's  extinguish*d  without  harm^^ 

But  the  poor  soul  is  fled  ; 
How  dreadful,  then,  will  be  th*  alarm 

When  the  last  fires  are  spread? 

When  flames  from  heaven  to  earth  shall  blaze. 

And  flash  from  pole  to  pole. 
When  terror,  anguish,  and  amaze, 

Sl)al!  seize  the  Christless  soul ! 

iSfiil  worse,  when  hell  reveals  a  lake 

Of  fire  that  burn-s  for  ^ver  ; 
Then  every  sinner's  joints  shal'  shake. 

And  all  their  hearts  shall  shiver. 

But  may  I,  in  that  dreadful  day, 

Just  like  an  angel  stand, 
And  smiie  thougii  worlds  consume  away^ 

pecause  ray  iieav'n'sat  hand. 


LXXXL 

'j^eath  brings  a  change  of  Company.    March  17, 17^7. 

I  went  to  see  a  dying  friend. 

And  found  that  death  was  near; 
He  spoke  vvith  frienos  tnat  did  attend. 

And  their  discourse  did  hear, 
2£ 
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But  now  with  men  no  more  he  walks. 
Nor  treads  in  courts  of  kings  ; 

He  '.vith  a  world  of  spirits  talks. 
And  of  eternal  things. 

The  great  no  more  shall  throng  his  gate» 

The  gay  no  more  attend  ; 
But,  0  !  a  fixed  eternal  state. 

Does  every  thought  transcend. 

How  awful  also  every  face. 

When  quite  uncloath'd  of  clay.' 

And  no  new  change  shall  e'er  take  plact^  x 
Through  everlasting  day. 

The  rise  or  fall  of  empires  now. 

Nor  joy  nor  sorrow  brings. 
For  on  a  level  he  doth  view 

Chains,  captives,  crowns,  and  kings. 

But  all  my  soul  recoils  to  think 

Of  hell,  that  dark  abode. 
Where,  chained  with  furies,  sinners  drink 

The  burning  v/rath  of  God  ! 

And  vent  themselves  in  ceaseless  cries^ 

Of  consummate  despair. 
In  groans  and  bitter  blasphemies  ; 

All  hell  in  uproar  there  ! 

0  tliat  my  company  may  be 

Bng:;t  angels  round  the  throne. 
The  ransomed  nations,  God  most  higb^ 
And  his  incarnate  Son  I 

And  shouts  of  love  O  may  I  raise 


Eternitj'  along, 
Anthems  and  sweetest  strains  of  praise. 
While  millions  join  tiie  song  ! 


LXXXII. 


0n  a  Young  Man,  ivho  dipd  a  few  weeks  after  his  Marrh^ 
age,  and  two  days  before  his  Father,     March  21,  iJ^Z, 

Ye,  thoughtless  gay,  my  tale  attend, 
It  is  a  tale  of  woe. 
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And  Iparn  to  mind  y(mr  I  »+ter  e.ndj 
Ere  death  shai=  ,-trike  thebiofv. 

Some  weeks  ago,  the  blooming  bride. 

Because  he  ^v;iaher  choice, 
iSi^s  iiappy  by  her  hu-b^jul's  bide, 

Aiiu  mingles  mcn.ual  jovs. 

Bright  scenes  of  peace  before  fier  eves 

D'i nee  thi'~k  ;  illusiv*^  vievv  ! 
Fo'-  all  atotce  the  rainbow  i1ies. 

And  dreadful  storms  ensue. 

Now  she  is  left  to  weep  alone, 

Each  feeling  heart  niu.-t  weep. 
Her  bliss  just  like  a  dream  is  i^oiie, 

When  one  aw:ikes  from  sleep.     • 

The  kind  endearments  of  her  mate 

Come  oft  into  her  mind  : 
Now  he  is  gone,  she  mourns  her  fate. 

That  she  must  sta\  behind. 

A  des'Jate  house,  a  widowM  :^tnte. 

She"  daily  does  deplore  ; 
The  door  flies  ope.  her  spirits  beat, 

But  he  comes  home  no  more. 

Sad  scene.'  death  strikes  a  double  blow- 
Both  son  3ti  i  father  fall ; 

Each  widow  gets  her  cup  of  vvoe. 
The  wormwood  and  t!ie  galL 

Though  friends,  they  can^t  each  other  cheei'. 

Each  oiher  scarce  deplore; 
The  father  only  lives  to  iiear 

His  soa  is  dead  be'ore. 

Strange  slshtl  so  near  reUtlons  laid 

it»  toe  dark  house  ol  d.-ath, 
Ijifelessby  one  another's  side. 

Till  Heav'ii  restore  their  breath  ! 

The  mother  waih,  with  many  a  tear, 

Her  i.usbaiii^  ar.d  i- u  s.-  ■  ; 
The  .li^  Jgiitt-r  ii.  r  <l'-  r  -i's  sir^^ 

Aud  hJer  clear  husbaaa  ^ou6. 
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0  bow  precarious  huii.au  bliSS, 

How  pungent  human  woe  ! 
But  iieav'ii's  a  state  of  perfect  peaces 

Where  not  a  storm  can  blow. 

The  mourners  lose  their  weeping  nighfe 

In  love's  eternal  day ; 
An-i  ravish'd  with  divine  delights, 

Their  soirows  fly  away. 

But  sure  their  case  each  heart  mu^t  rends* 
Who  their  dead  friends  (^.eploie 

Till  death,  and  then  to  hell  descend. 
To  howl  for  evermore  ! 


LXXXIIT. 

Porgotten  in  Death,    Jlpvil  22,  17^|. 

When  hurried  off  this  mortal  stage. 

How  soon  our  mem'ries  rot  ! 
The  men  of  ev'ry  rank  and  age 

Are  equally  forgot. 

Ev'n  senators,  whose  eloquence 

Aspires  to  deathless  fame  ; 
Pray  mark  it,  in  a  cent'ry  hence, 

How  few  shall  know  their  nam&.^ 

Yea,  mine  own  parents.'  now  my  breast 

Does  all  indi^inant  beat. 
That  I,  though  they  are  gone  to  restj 

Should  such  dear  friends  forget  i 

l)ear  ever  have  th^y  been  to  m&^ 

Tlieir  mem'ry  siill  is  dear, 
But,  dwe'lirg  in  eternity. 

They  must  grow  strangers  here. 

Earih'>  quite  cast  out,  no  wonder,  where 

New  friendship  they  enjoy ; 
Eterrai  glories  open  there. 

Which  all  their  thoughts  employ. 
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Then  know,  ye  friends,  that  may  survive 

VViieii  I  am  dead  aad  gone, 
That  in  a  happier  world  I  live. 

Attend  a  higher  throne  / 

It  matters  not  when  I  must  go 
From  hence,  how  soon  forgot; 

I  bid  farewell  to  all  below 
Without  an  anxious  thought. 

Millions  of  angels  know  me  well, 
Bless'd  saints  near  kindred  claimj 

And  I  with  God  and  Jesus  dwell  j 
And  that*s  immortal  fame. 


LXXXIV. 

Taith's  Triumph  over  the  Fear  of  Death,  July  10,  ITST. 

0  Death  !  through  faith  I  shall  defy 

The  terror  of  thy  sting, 
Because  m}  Jesus  lives  on  high, 

And  Jesus  is  a  King. 

Though  feeble  nature  shrink  to  see  •* 

An  awful  world  to  come  ; 
To  see  a  vast  eternity 

Unfold  beyond  the  tomb  I 

yet  faith  the  other  world  shall  vie?^ 

As  my  dear  native  land. 
And  all  my  rising  fears  subdue. 

And  peace  of  mind  command. 

Yea,  ev'n  in  death  I  shall  not  die. 

But  only  shall  remove 
To  the  fair  mansions  of  tlie  sky, 

To  feast  on  heav'nly  love. 

What  though  I  walk  a  lonely  path? 

My  sun  his  beams  shall  shed. 
And  gild  the  gioom  ; — no  storm  of  wratk 

Bhali  beat  about  my  head  / 
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Whnt  tem nests  must  attend  their  death, 
Who  have  no  friend  above/ 

But  T  shall  triumph  in  the  faitT> 
Of  his  unchanging  love. 

Let  Satan  like  a  lion  rQ,ar; 

To  glory  when  I'm  gone. 
The  fiend  shall  never  tempt  me  moi-e? 

And  sin  no  more  be  known. 

Jesus  my  head  now  lives  above^ 

And  I  can  never  die  / 
The  %ith  of  his  unchanging  love 

Shall  all  my  bands  untie. 

Farewell  for  ever,  vale  of  tears; 

I  fly  to  Zion  hill, 
Where  not  a  mourning  soul  appear^ 

But  heav'niy  raptures  swell. 

Then  PI!  improve  my  day  of  gracCj^ 

Preparing  for  that  day, 
Wiien  my  Redeemer's  kind  embrace 

Shall  waft  my  soul  away. 


LXXXF. 

On  the  Death  of  an  only  child,  just  beginning  to  speak  am^ 
walk.     Feb.S,lT7S. 

How  vast  our  views  of  future  bliss. 

And  yet  in  fact  how  vain  ! 
We  dream  our  pleasures  then  increase^ 

Just  as  our  joys  are  slain. 

S'  rises  oft  the  morning  sun. 

And  not  a  cloud  between. 
But  yet  a  stormy  day  comes  on. 

And  sun  no  wore  is  seen. 

The  child  between  his  parents  walkfc 

A nri  makes  a  happy  pair; 
Tiie  chilli  to  either  parent  talks. 

Am  0  what  joy  tliej  share !. 
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*^o\v,  words  progressive  with  new  days. 
Drop  fiom  his  prattlin;^  tono;iie  ; 
While  they  repeat  whate'er  he  says, 
AfjcI  find  the  pleasure  strong. 

"What  pleasing  scenes  of  future  life 

Deli;^ht  the  parents'  eyes  ! 
But  one  tremendous  scene  of  grief. 

Like  foe  in  ambush,  lies. 

Their  fancy  puts  the  boy  to  school. 

And  makes  his  talents  vast; 
Then  to  some  business  tau;^ht  by  rulC* 

— But  now  their  sky's  o'ercast ! 

A  tempest  tears  the  olive  plant 

Just  from  tiieir  table  side! 
Sad  scene  !  see  the  fond  mother  faint. 

The  father  hang  his  head  ! 

Both  bed  and  bosom  empty  no.v^. 

Where  the  dear  infant  lay! 
The  midnight  shctiles  their  grief  renew, 
Kew  sorrows  cioud  the  day  ! 

Their  sleep  is  broke,  their  very  dreams 

Pain  deep,  while  to  their  eye 
This  night  he's  well ;  the  neA  he  seems 

Betw  een  their  arms  to  die  . 

How  dull  the  house .'  abo-Jt  the  door. 

Where  the  dear  creature  play'd, 
In  vain  they  seek  him  ;  he's  no  more  / 

Now  what  a  blank  is  made  ■ 

Woe  to  the  wound,  the  blank,  the  losfl> 

Which  Jesus  can't  supp;}  ; 
Woe  to  the  care,  the  ci-ook,  the  cross, 

VV^hich  Christ  can^t  sanctify. 

The  child  is  dead,  but  is  not  lost. 

The  child  is  still  alive. 
The  soul's  the  child,  and  not  his  dust  I 

Yea,  it  too  shaH  revive. 

If  heaven  adopt  a  child  of  mine, 
And  set  him  uear  his  C^ce^ 
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Ohow  ungrateful  to  repine 
At  such  uncommon  grace! 

Snatched  from  a  train  of  various  ills. 

Which  hupian  iifeaitend, 
I  see  him  dwell  on  heaven!_y  hills. 

And  happy  without  end  ! 

Though  call'd  (and  why  should  parents  weepr) 

A  little  sooner  home  ; 
A  few  short  days,  and  death  will  sweep 

Survivors  to  the  tomb. 

His  broken  language  charmed  our  ear. 

His  little  fault'ring  tongue, 
But  now,  (let  this  the  mourners  cheer,) 

How  sweet  his  lieavenlj  song! 

Our  op'ning  views  may  well  give  place. 

Our  hopes  to  this  alone. 
That  now  he  sees  ImmamieVsface, 

And  worships  at  his  throne. 

Tour  all  is  gone  !  then  happy  they 

Whose  all's  arriv'd  at  heaven  : 
But  envy  none;  how  sudden  may 

Your  cup  Jo  them  be  given  r 

To  drown  our  sorr^wfe,let  us  fly 
To  heav'n  on  faith's  bless'd  wing; 

And  Providence  survey 'd  on  high, 
Will  tune  our  souls  to  sing. 


LXXXVL 


On  the  Skulls  of  my  ancestors  being  turned  out  of  an 
opened  Grave.    Feb.  28,  1788. 

These  ghastly  skulls,  these  naked  bones, 

Were  my  relations  dear, 
My  parents  and  their  little  one:Si 

Do  all  lie  mingled  here. 
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Long  have  they  dwelt  among;  the  dead, 

\rr(l  now  they  are  not  known  ; 
I  vi<'vv  the  skulls,  but  cannot  read 

The  owner's  name  thereon. 

What  havock  there  is  made  in  death 

It  rn-ikes  relations  vain; 
And  nothing  but  an  heaven-born  faith 

Can  see  thera  rise  again. 

D  >ar  skulls^  were  you  the  honoured  heads 

That  lately  called  me  son. 
On  whom  the  meanest  reptile  treads, 

And  yet  no  injury  done  ? 

"Where  are  the  eyes  that  looked  atme^ 

The  face  that  0)  me  smil'd  ? 
The  lips  that  poured  out  sympathy, 

The  arms  that  hugged  the  r  child? 

Where  is  the  breast  that  glowM  with  love, 

Th:.' heart  that  throbbed  with  care? 
Th'  affections  that  in  concert  strove 

With  tend'resr  feelings  there  ? 

The  soul  is  fled,  and  naked  dust 

No  passions  can  .lisplay  ; 
What  t'r.ev  are  now,  the  same  I  must. 

When  i  put  off  my  clay.  vr 

'Tis  thirty  years  since  they  were  seen, 

\nd,  O  I'how  strange  to  tell  ! 
We  meet,  and  not  a  word  between  J 

But  soon  must  take  farewell; 

A  second,  h.ng,aiid  lastfarewell, 

For  we  shall  meet  no  more  ; 
Bur  [  must  go,  and  'mongst  them  dwell, 

Till  tlie  last  u  umpet  roar. 

Like  their's,  in  future  years  my  bones 

Round  the  grave's  mouth  may  he, 
Wiule  at  the  grave  perhaps  my  sous 

Attend,  and  think  as  I. 

My  parents'  skulls  before  me  lie, 
And  to  me  beem  to  say, 
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"  In  view  of  vast  etenii'j 
Improve  jour  evt^rjclav. 

'^.Deatli  has  dissolv'd  the  tend'rest  lie, 
la  worlds  of  spir'rs  vve  i\-^\'A\, 

Ahd  no  concern,  or  grief,  orjoj. 
On  jour  accouat  we  fell." 

How  «o.:>n  rnv  tencler  little  ones 
Snaii  ceise  to  b-  mv  (ure? 

My  eve!  s.  -kuil  and  n.ko-!  bones 
Caa't  form  a  \v:sn  or  praver. 

Let  Jpsus  be,  when  I  -im  j^one, 

Their  Fi-her.  J<i''^e,and  Friend; 

Widows  rnav  trisf  on  Uim  aione. 
Orphans  on  him  depend. 


LXXXVIL 

£vil  Spirits  attendant  on  the  Death  of  the  Wicked, 
March  6.  178&. 

Unholjas  their  life  has  been, 

So  hopeies>i  is  their  death  ; 
Thf*j  know  not  God,  thej  live  in  sin. 

And  must«lepart  in  wrath  J 

Thus  ^ome  have  heard, (here  horrors  rise/) 

Unless  tiieir  ears  have  lied. 
Strange  bowlines,  shrieks,  and  bitter  cries. 

Just  as  the  sinner  died, 

3But  whether  heard  and  seen,  or  not. 

Legions  of  fiends  attend. 
To  drag  their  soul-,  (fremendous  thought.') 

To  torments  without  end  / 

Methinks  the  soul  that's  now  all  eje, 

A.nd  sees  such  vultures  near, 
To  aome  kind  boaomfuin  would  fly. 

To  find  protection  there  i 
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But,  ah  !  all  refuge  fails,  and  fiends 

The  pris'ner  drag  along  ; 
And  as  slie  to  tJie  pit  descends, 

Still  grows  th'  infernal  throng. 

No\y  ponder  what  the  soul  must  think, 
Vv'iiat  ev'rv  pow'r  must  feel, 

"While  hov'rinf^  o'er  the  very  brink, 
Or  plunging  into  hell ! 

The  torment's  always  on  th*  increase. 
The  anguish  passing  name ; 

And  when  ten  thousand  agespas§. 
Eternity's  the  same/ 

God  bolts  her  out  of  heaven,  (O  sad  ]) 
And  hurls  her  down  to  helH 

*Mong  raging  fiends  and  furies  madj 
Eternal'y  to  dwell. 

Then  since  this  is  the  day  of  gracQ. 

To  God  in  Christ  I'll  fly. 
And  b;.  his  reconciied  face, 

AH  hell's  grim  hosts  defj?^ 


LXXXVIII. 

6n  seeing  a  Friend  seemingly  on  his  death-h^\ 
June  26,  1788. 

My  friend !  and  must  we  meet  no  more» 

Till  the  trumpet's  sound 
Awaknn  (bright  di-play  of  power  !) 

The  nations  under  ground? 

Related  in  the  dearest  tie. 

Our  God  a«id  Siiviour  one. 
He  takes  the  start,  and  wings  away 

To  worship  at  \^\\^.  throne. 

Our  friendship  long  of  f»rty  years, 

In  one  sad  hour  mu-'^enl; 
But  this  the  Godly  mKirn.  r  iheer^  ' 

ChrisVs  his  immortalfriendf 
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Jesus,  let  all  my  friends  depart. 

The  nearest  and  the  best. 
Thou  liv'st ;  and  this  supports  my  heart. 

And  sets  my  soul  at  rest. 

But  why  should  earth,  and  earthly  things, 

Exact  such  constant  care  ? 
When  death  has  torn  life's  tender  strings^ 

Where's  the  whole  world  ?  O  where.' 

Long  have  1  trod  life's  busy  stage. 
And  mourned  acquaintance  gone. 

Of  mem'ry  dear,  of  equal  age. 
Till  almost  left  alone. 

Sure  it  is  now  high  time  that  I 
Should  be  prepared  for  death. 

Since  on  thy  brink,  eternity, 
I  draw  my  every  breatii. 

To  die,  yet  know  not  that  I  die. 

Is  a  niosi  mournful  case  ; 
Yet,  Lord,  thy  love  and  sympathy 

Can  then  my  soul  solace. 

An  intVest  in  thy  stable  love 

Can  well  secure  my  s»^^ate  ; 
And  when  my  soul  arrives  above^. 

I'll  every  griet  forget. 

Mlnp  eyes  I'll  open  on  the  blaze 

Of  tl)y  perf  ctions  fair; 
Anci  Father,  vSon,  and  Spirit  prais^ 

And  know  for  ever  there. 


hxxxix. 

On  the  Death  of  a  Deara.d  Christian  dcqualfitmicii 
Oct.  8,  ir&8. 


In  social  prayer  often  we 

Adiiress'd  the  throne  of  grace  ; 

Now  iiei>i.s  joiii'd  thectiurch  on  highj 
And  sees  his  Saviour's  lace* 
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The  toils  of  seventy  years  and  more^ 

Are  in  a  momeiit  i^one  ; 
Of  cares  that  spotted  life  thick  o^er. 

Now  there  remains  not  one. 

His  bridal  and  his  burial  day 

Had  forty  years  between, 
I  saw  the  one,  and,  sad  to  say. 

The  otlier  too  I've  seen  ! 

Our  friendship  early,  long  sincere. 

Is  perish'd  with  a  breath  : 
No  ;  we  shall  live  in  friendship,  where 

There's  no  discord  nor  death. 

At  death  his  feelings  are  forgot, 

His  weaknesses  conceal'd. 
But  all  his  graces  (pleasing  tliought !) 

In  their  full  blaze  rev ea I'd  ! 

He  humbly,  in  his  lowly  sphere. 

His  pious  life  rid  spend  ; 
And  now  he  dwells  with  God,  and  there 

His  honour  has  no  end. 

What  wonders  open  to  his  viev/  ! 

What  mvst'ries  are  reveal'd  / 
Thrice  happy  ev'ry  soul  that's  now 

Tosuchaglory  seal'd!  ; 

While  I  must  sip  the  cup  of  woe. 

Of  joys  he  drinks  his  fill  ; 
And  while  I  sigh  in  vale  below, 

He  sings  on  Zion  hill. 

And  from  that  hill  he  seems  to  call,  ,• 

"  Friend,  quickly  come  au'av, 
From  earth,  and  its  eiidearments  all. 

To  everlasting  day.'' 


xc* 


The  Rappiness  of  Saints  at  their  Death.    172^. 

With  what  surprise  must  saints  indeed 
Behold,  when  loos'd  from  mortal  clay, 
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Bright  angels  waiting  round  their  bed. 
To  w  aft  their  happj  souls  awaj. 

How  mean  th*  attendance  of  a  king, 

To  Laz'rus,  Abraham's  begging  son, 
"When  seated  on  a  seranh'is  wintr 
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And  soaring  to  the  heav'niy  throne  I 

Deliver'd  just  from  mortal  state. 
How  vast  must  be  the  soul's  amaze, 

While  paradise  cas^s  ope  her  gate. 
And  boundless  glories  on  her  blaze  I 

Sound  without  song,  how  oft  our  stain. 
While  we  to  this  dull  world  be'ona-! 

But  O  how  sweet  t;.e  heav'nly  strain? 
No  voice,  jet  rapt'rous  is  their  song! 

Each  pow'r  must  find  divine  delight, 
A  joy  which  scarce  is  tasted  here. 

While  Ijeav'nl y  glories  charm  their  sight. 
And  heav'nly  songs  delight  their  ear. 

How  high  their  holy  joys  must  rise. 

When  they  have  reachVi  the  heav'nly  place/ 

W^hen  feasting  their  adoring  eyes 
On  fair  Immanuel's  glorious  face  ! 

Arriving  at  the  seats  above. 

Abodes  from  which  they'll  ne'er  depart, 
AVith  heav'nly  joy  and  rapt'rous  love. 

How  beats  their  once  discons'late  heart! 

What  wonders  feast  their  mental  eye. 
When  to  his  blissful  presence  brought  / 

Millions  of  spirits  standing  by. 

And  lovely,  passing  human  thought! 

Deliver'd  from  the  smallest  sin. 

How  high  their  raptures  now  ascend/ 

The  bless'd  communion  they  begin 

With  God  and  Christ,  shall  never  end. 

Earth  sinks  for  ever  from  their  sight. 
While  wafted  to  th'  eternal  arms  ; 

And  they  forget,  in  their  last  flight, 
-Creatures  and  all  their  tr«^nsi^ut  charras. 
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Poor  mendicants,  how  chang'tl  in  state! 

To  what  high  honour  have  they  come. 
That  angels  their  life-guards^  shouh^  wait. 

And  should  with  songs  contey  them  home  / 

And  O  what  must  their  wonder  be  ! 

What  joyful  raptures  swell  their  breast! 
Launching  into  eternity, 

And  ent'rinu;ou  their  heav'nlv  rest ! 


XCI. 

On  a  Gentleman   ivho  died  after  his  return  to  kis  Fawdhj 

from  foreign  iiarts,  after  an  absence  of  twelve  ijears, 

A^ovember  25,  1788. 

Long,  long  e^'pected  home,  and,  lo  ! 

Home  he  has  scarcely  come, 
Till  he  is  summon'd,  and  must  go 

To  his  eternal  home  ! 

How  sweet  appears  our  native  land, 

\Vl»en  we  are  far  abroad  / 
But  death  is  always  hard  at  hand, 

To  strike  at  Heav'n's  high  nod. 

He  changed  climates,  and  of  late 

For  th'  old  wurluleft  the  neiv j 
But  he  has  changed  now  his  state, 

And  worlds  have' changed  too.  ^• 

High  as  conjugal  joy  arose. 

As  high  corroding  grief; 
How  perfectly  the  widow  knows 

The  gall  of  human  life  ! 

Paternal  feelings  cannot  save 

From  the  dark  house  of  death  ! 
Filial  affection  cannot  give 

A  day,  an  hour,  a  breath. 

What  flowYy  plans  the  traveller  cheer, 

When  safe  arriv'd  at  home : 
But  all  these  orospects  ;^isappear, 

When  carried  to  the  tomb  ! 
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Just  like  a  sun  ihs^t  rises  bright. 

But  storms  around  him  blow 
The  live-long  day,  tiil  gloomy  night 

Infolds  whole  lands  below  : 

^0  safe  arriv'd  from  scorching  sands, 
With  wealth,  and  health,  and  fame, 

The  scene  seems  bright,  till  death's  rude  handj 
Destroy  his  mortal  frame. 

He  leaves  his  weeping  friends  behind. 

And  must  retire  alone. 
To  dwel!  in  regions  undefin'd. 

To  dwell  in  worlds  unknown. 

What  poor  supports  are  svealth  and  fam^ 

When  we  encounter  death  ! 
But,  Jesus,  in  thy  saving  name 

There's  sure  defence  from  wrath. 

Ah  !  what  a  shadow  human  bliss  / 

How  solid  human  woe  ! 
Teach  me  the  way,  through  heav'niy  gra(f0. 

T'  encounter  griefs  below. 

Let  scenes  quite  full  of  sorrow  prove. 

While  travMing  to  the  tomb, 
I'll  build  on  thine  unchanging  love. 

For  this  and  worlds  to  come. 

Widow  and  children,  while  you  weep 

Your  friend  remov'd  from  you. 
Prepare  for  death,  and  daily  keep 

¥t>ur  own  decease  in  view. 


XCIL 

Surrounded  ivith  a  World  of  Spirits,    Jan.  30,  17^% 

I  ev'ry  day  converse  and  walk 

With  spirits  rloath'd  in  clay; 
Alas  !  that  we  so  oft  shouid  talk 

Oa  trifles  of  a  day! 
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But  there's  a  world  unseen,  unknown, 

(How  terrible  to  tell  !), 
Where  millions  An^  before  the  throne. 

And  legions  howl  in  hell  / 

Soon  as  the  vail  (that's  now  so  strong) 

Of  huma'i  flesh  and  blood 
Is  dropp'd,  I  find  mvself  among 

Th'  immoi-tal  multitude. 

The  crowd  surrounds  me,  how  I'm  struck  t 

But  whither  can  I  fly? 
Mii lions  of  sp'rits,  at  the  first  look, 

Engage  my  won  raving  eye. 

The  tliought  ronfounds,  for  who  can  tell, 

B.it  in  that  state  I'll  see 
The  agonized  fiends  in  hell. 

The  haj3py  hosts  on  high  .' 

But  what  are  all  the  hosts  of  heav'n 

And  all  the  ghosts  in  hell, 
To  strike  surprise,  thoug!;  I  must  ev'ii. 

With  one  or  other  dwell, 

Conip-^.r'd  with  God,  the  mighty  God, 

Wiiofill-)  infinite  space; 
And  terrible  from  his  abodeji 

To  punish  or  to  bless  ! 

Then  what  a  world  is  just  at  hand  !. 

God  and  his  armies  bright, 
Or  Satan  and  his  fiery  band, 

Tliough  now  conceal'd  from  sight. 

Born  and  brought  up  in  some  close  rooiiii 

How  circun)S -rib'd  mine  eve; 
But  from  my  dark  cor.finement  come^ 

Whole  heav'ns  astonish  me  i 

The  stars  in  rich  p'orusion  spread. 

And  then  the  early  ray  ; 
The  sun  wid-?  oo'tiina  morn's  eye-lid. 

And  pouriiig  golden  d;iy. 

Ju>t  so,  Tdwell  'midst  sp'rits  j  but  clay, 
-    The  casemtnt  of  mv  sou!. 
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Prevents  the  sight  till  death,  when  I 
All  eye,  behohl  the  whole. 

How  thin  the  wall,  how  near  the  day. 
That  shall  break  down  the  wall, 

I  cannot  tell ;  but  then,  O  may 
My  God  to  glory  call  / 

An«l  then  in  glory's  ligl^t  I'll  see 
The  hosts  around  the  throne. 

The  Three  in  One,  and  One  m  Three, 
And  know  as  I  am  knowHa 


XCIIl. 


Death  a  Blessing  to  Believers.     Feb.  ^  17B^ 

Let  others  mourn  their  flying  days. 

Their  iife  so  near  its  end  : 
Let  it  excite  my  song  of  praise, 

That  death  is  hard  at  hand  I 

For  death  shall  set  my  soul  at  rest 

From  sorrov/  and  from  sin  ; 
Thy  full  fruition  make  me  blest. 

And  spread  an  heav'n  within. 

My  dearest  friends^  concerns,  and  cares^ 

I  wholly  cast  on  God  ; 
And  leave  a  world  of  thorny  snares 

For  glory's  bright  abode. 

A  joy  so  pure,  a  bliss  so  vast. 

Employment  so  divine. 
So  near,  rejoices  all  my  breast. 

And  makes  my  face  to  shine^ 

I'll  on  thy  ever-biessed  breast. 

Recline  this  weary  head  ; 
Then,  O  what  joy  shall  be  exprest. 

How  bless'd  in  very  deed  ! 

My  soul  shall  be  dissolved  in  love. 
And  joy  of  angels  know ; 
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ril  hold  thee  'mongst  the  hosts  above. 
And  never  let  thee  go. 

My  soul  shall  ope  her  lasting  duorS;, 

That  God  may  enter  there  ; 
Ex[jand  herever-ravi»hed  pow'rs 

To  his  perfections  fair. 

Then  shall  I  in  his  glory  shine. 

And  set  him  up  on  high  ; 
And, feasting  on  his  love  diviae> 

la  raptures  melting  lie. 


XCIV. 

t. 

Tke  Deplorable  Death  of  the  Wicked.    May  16,  17%9-. 

How  sad  to  see  a  sinner  lie 

In  prospect  of  his  death  ! 
The  king  of  terrors  hast'ningnigh. 

To  stop  his  vital  breath  / 

O  how  he  shudders  at  the  thought 

Of  tumbling  in  the  tomb  i     • 
His  soul's  with  every  terror  fraught,, 

To  tiiink  of  worlds  to  come. 

How  little  all  the  world  avails, 

When  stepping  out  of  time  !  ^ 
With  heart-felt  sorrow  see  he  sails 

Far  to  an  unknown  clime. 

O  how  he  clings  to  life,  and  pleads 

A  respite  from  the  grave  ! 
With  prayers  and  vows  he  intercedes; 

But  heaven  forbears  to  save. 

^  His  pleasures,  riches,  titles,  lands. 
Must  all  bi  left  m  time, 
And  nothing  the  poor  wretch  attends 
But  anguish,  sin,  and  shame. 

He  trifled  with  his  day  of  ^race," 
And  grace  is  now  no  more  j 
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But  hell  fien  e  flashes  in  his  face. 
And  dreadful  thunders  roar. 

If  possible,  he'd  flee  from  death. 

But  from  it  cannot  fly; 
He  dies,  and  in  a  sea  of  wrath 

Welters  eternally. 

An  int'rest  in  thy  love  I  crave ; 

And  at  my  last  I'll  sing, 
"Where  is  thy  vict'ry,  iiloomy  grave? 

And  where,  0  death  I  thy  sting  ? 


xcv. 

On  a  Child  that,  bi/  her  Cloaths  catching  fire,  ivas  burnt  ii^ 
math.    May  26,  ITSO. 

The  little  ones,  the  parents'  care. 

Do  play  around  the  room; 
But,  ah  !  the  paients  were  not  ther«, 

T'  avert  the  dreadful  doom. 

Too  near  the  fire,  her  cloaths  catch  flanif, 

And  straight  are  all  on  blaze; 
What  terrors  seize  her  mental  frame' 

The  rest  astonished  gaze/ 

Surrounded  with  her  funeral  pile. 

She  screams  with  her  last  breath  ! 
But  there's  no  help,  O  mournful  tale  ! 

The  child  is  burnt  to  death  ! 

What  pangs  must  pierce  the  parents'  breas|, 

On  their  arrival  home, 
To  see  their  pretty  child  deceas'd, 

And  an  untimely  tomb  ! 

Their  wounded  souls,  against  their  mind. 

The  horrors  of  the  scene 
"Rtvolve  :  and  O  what  ii;rief  they  And* 

What  tumult  boils  witaiii/ 
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Loiid  praise  to  him  that  saves  us  all 

(Let  men  and  angels  sing  I) 
Prom  lire  and  water,  stroke  and  fall, 

Wliich  sudden  dtath  mii^ht  bring, 

Now,  parents,  if  your  tender  race 

Forth  all  }  our  feelings  call, 
Be  earnest  at  a  throne  of  grace, 

Tliat  God  would  bless  tiiem  alJ. 

These  fires  that  can  the  flesh  consum^^ 

Need  not  too  much  dismay. 
Since  there's  a  state  beyond  the  tomb. 

Where  life  knows  no  decay. 

But  wliat  must  be  the  fire  of  hell  ? 

The  sinner's  last  abode. 
Where  souls  burn  fierce,  and  furies  yell, 

Beneath  the  wrath  of  God ,' 


XCVI. 

Departed  Spirits  passing  each  other  immediately  after 
Death,    July  21,  1789. 

There,  in  one  house  or  neighbourhood, 

Upon  a  death-bed  He, 
A  siiiner  and  a  saint  of  God, 

Dread  angek  standing  by  ! 

Arouiid  the  good  man's  happy  bed 

Angels  of  light  attend  ; 
While  grinning  o'er  the  sinner's  head, 

Hovers  th'  infernal  fiend. 

They  both  connected  closely  were 

In  business  and  in  bl.'od  ; 
Dear  frie;  «iv,a!»'''-  lono;  companion  dear 

In  every  thins,  but  gocd. 

For  though  the  saiv)t  did  drop  a  word. 

To  caus(^  an  inward  smart, 
Yet,  feebielk-a  poinjfss  sword> 

It  never  piereed  ids  heart. 
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At  once  heart-strings  irj  both  do  bursf. 
In  death's  tremendous  scene  ; 

At  once  one's  blcssNi,  the  other  curs'd, 
And  bless'd  and  curs'd  remain  / 

They  at  one  instant  take  their  flight, 

And  other  see  anon/ 
F'jr  spirits  have  a  piercing  sight; 

But  these  are  things  unknown. 

'*  Tremenf'ous  change !  what  state  is  thjs/ 

For  I  must  plung;e  to  hell  ;" 
''But  I  am  hastening  up  to  bliss. 

So  vast  no  tongue  can  tell.'" 

"  Ah  /  will  no  power  cause  me  escape. 

And  kindly  help  me  o'er 
The  gulph  f  O  how  I'd  jojful  leap, 

To  find  the  happy  shore  /'* 

•*  Our  state  is  fixed,  hell  flames  in  you. 
And  heaven's  begun  iu  me  ; 

Eternal  glories  cheer  my  view, 
You  scenes  of  horror  see  !" 

**  My  friend,  I  must  descend  to  hell. 
And  plunge  in  wrath's  red  lake; 

An  howling,  fearful,  long  farewell. 
Of  you  I  now  must  take.''* 

**  Poor  soul !  I  warn'd  you  oft  of  this, 

But  now  your  day  is  past ; 
We  part !  1  rise  i'^  endless  bliss, 

Aiid  enter  on  my  rest." 

"  Old  friend  '  won't  von  a  moment  stay. 

To  wail  my  misery  ? 
Fri)m  fiends  that  me  to  flames  convey, 

Ifind  I  cannot  fly." 

"  All  bonds  are  broke,  and  every  tie 
Which  death  can  cut  in  twain  ; 

I  soi^r  to  ecstacies  on  high. 
You  sink  to  endless  pain  !" 

Now  heavenly  anthems  fill  the  air, 

And  ravish  all  around  ; 
W^hile  holy  guards  ro:,vey  life's  heir, 

To  be  with  glory  crowji'd. 
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But  while  fierce  fiends  torment  and  te<tv 

Poor  souls  to  hel:  thus  hurled, 
Wiiar  shrieks  of  consummate  despair 

Rend  all  the  nether  world  / 


XCVIL 

^he  meeting  af  Souls  in  the  Regions  of  Miser tr, 
Jiug.5,   1789. 

Lo  !  in  the  gulph  of  boundless  woes 

I  see  relations  meet ; 
As  friends  ?  Ah  no  I  as  cruel  foes, 

To  make  their  pangs  complete  ! 

The  husband  and  his  bo^om-wife 

In  dire  discordance  dwell ; 
Midst  vvranglings  of  infernal  strife. 

Midst  all  the  ra^e  of  hell  / 

The  friends,  t'te  most  endeared  friends. 

That  seen^ed  to  have  one  soul. 
And  manj  a  midnight  hour  did  spend 

Around  the  sparkling  bowl, — 

Reproach  each  other  with  their  painsj 

Their  friendship  quite  forgot  ; 
No  glow  of  sympat'.y  reniains, 

Bui  cruel  everj  tlwught. 

Deep  in  the  gulph  of  growing  woe# 

They  wistlv  look  arouiid  ; 
But  every  face  presents  a  foe, 

And  all  are  furies  found. 

There  Satan  the  arch-rebel  lies. 

And  millions  threatening  round  ; 
Gnce  shining  chiefs  in  heavenly  skies^ 

Now  fiillen  angels  found. 

"What  fui-y  streams  from  their  fierce  eyes,. 
On  his  Uevoted  head. 
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That  raised  rebellio..  in  the  skies. 
And  ruinM  them  indeed  • 

What  human  souls,  weltVing  in  fire, 

Their  malediction  pour 
On  him  wno,  too,  seduced  their  sire. 

In  sin'a  unhappy  hour  -' 

Then  hurried  them  through  all  their  life 
To  sin,  r.ext  hurled  to  hell  ! 

Persuading  tliem  to  banish  grief. 
For  all  shouid  jet  be  weil. 

The  heretic,  with  all  the  train 
That  perished  by  his  nand, 

■Sh.ll  meet,  and  never  part  again. 
But  midst  their  cursi^s  stand. 

Here  friends  of  every  tender  tie 
Do  meet,  but,  full  of  spleen. 

And  filled  vvitn  strofig  antipathy. 
Are  never  friends  again. 

Here  duelists,  whose  nak<^d  swords 

Shed  out  each  other's  soul, 
Maintain  thefi«;ht,  tierce  nassinji;  Vv'ord's'. 
While  endless  ages  roil. 

Furies  'vith  furies,  rnen  with  men. 
And  men  with  devils,  meet 

In  horrid  uproar  ;  such  a  den  ! 
Their  torments  how  complete  f 

'Dt'vils  and  the  lost  human  race. 
In  dreadful  discord  dwell  ; 

For,  still  at  war  with  heaven,  no  pcact 
Shall  e'er  be  known  in  hell  ? 


XCVIII. 

The  happy  Meeti'ig  and  holy  Communion  of  Saints  iu' 
Glory.     M^.9.i,17m. 

Tnere  meer  the  saints  from  every  land,v 
There  saints  of  every  name  ;; 
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They  praise  in  a  melodious  band, 
Jehovah  and  the  Lamb  ! 

The  pious  husband  and  his  wife, 

In  God's  bless'd  presence  rest ; 
And  through  eternity  their  strife 

Is,  who  shall  praise  him  best. 

0  what  aglow  of  hoi  j  love, 

When  old  acquaintance  meet 
In  that  celestial  world  above. 

To  sit  at  Jesus'  feet ' 

And  recollect  what  heavenly  talk 

Once  ravished  every  power. 
In  some  retired  but  social  walk. 

Or  some  sequestered  bower  ; 

And  there  confess  the  heavenly  bliss 

Their  former  thoughts  transcends  ; 
How  vast  the  weignt  of  glory  is. 

Which  changes  not,  nor  ends. 

There  patriarchs,  prophets,  kings,  and  priests,- 

Apostles,  pastors  too. 
All  meet,  and  meet  with  myriads  blest 

Of  saints  they  never  knew. 

The  parents  and  their  pious  seed. 

Whom  God  had  kindly  given. 
Who  followed  where  their  sires  did  lead. 

With  comfort  meet  in  heaven. 

The  pastor  and  these  happy  ones. 

Whom  he  accounts  his  crown, 
Long  wrestled  for  with  prayers  and  groans, 

Associate  at  the  throne  ; 

Who  often  in  his  courts  of  grace, 

A  little  heaven  have  found  ;  .<• 

But  now  they  see  him  face  to  face, 

And  rapt'rous  joys  abound.  _^ 

The  dear  companions  who  belovr 

Oft  met  to  praise  and  pray. 
And  cheer  each  other  with  the  view 

Of  this  eternal  day, 

Aa 
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Shall  meet,  and  never  part  again. 

But  join  the  choirs  above  ; 
Wliile  Jesus  shall  himself  explain 

The  wonders  of  his  love. 

Barbarian  rude,  and  Greek  and  Hw^ 

Now  one  in  faith  and  name. 
Shall  p'ngthe  song  for  ever  new 

Of  i^iloses  and  the  Lamb, 

The  humble  souls  that  liv'd  retired. 

And  to  the  world  unknown^ 
And  secret  goodness  most  admir'd. 

Shall  shine  before  the  throne. 

And  there  a  numerous  infant  race^ 
That  never  trode  the  ground, 

Bless'd  subjects  of  redeeming  grace^ 
With  wonder  look  around. 

To  find  an  heaven  they  never  sought, 

A  bliss  thej  never  knew  ; 
Glory  surpassing  every  thought, 

And  pleasures  ever  new. 

There  happy  saints,  in  heavenly  verse. 

In  one  another's  ear. 
The  wonders  of  his  grace  rehearse. 

While  they  were  pilgrims  here. 

Those  happy  moments  still  they  mind. 

When  they  retired  alone. 
To  seek  his  face,  and  straight  did  find 

Communion  with  the  throne. 

O  how  his  conduct  claims  their  praise  ^ 
His  kindness  swells  their  love. 

Whose  tender  mercies  crowned  their  days^ 
And  crowns  their  hopes  above  ! 

What  revelations  of  his  love, 
And  bright  displays  of  grace. 

Do  ravish  all  the  hosts  above. 
In  his  own  holy  place  ! 

What  sweet  communion  do  they  hold 
With  the  eternal  THREE, 
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\t^ho  ay  shall  more  and  more  unfold 
Of  his  dread  Deity  / 

How  trifling,  then,  to  win  a  crown. 

Or  conquer  kingdoms  vast  I 
T'  enjoy  the  Father  in  his  Son, 

Can  only  make  us  bleat. 

There  all  the  ransom'd  millions  raise. 

Their  songs  to  God  alone; 
And  rapt'rous  peals  of  purest  praise 

Ascend  before  the  throne. 


XCIX. 


Passing  a  Country  Ckurch-Yard,    cYoi?.  1.5,  ir89. 

What  generations  underground 

There  in  oblivion  lie  ; 
But  mustered  on  the  fields  around. 

How  would  they  strike  mine  eye  .' 

How  times  are  changed  I  no  more  the  beau 

Attracts  the  eye  around  ; 
No  belles  are  in  the  land  below. 

All's  horror  under  ground. 

Well,  but,  O  saint !  thy  sleeping  dust, 

As  in  a  bed  shall  rest, 
And  rise  at  last  among  the  jus^, 

Of  heavenly  charms  possest. 

There  lies  the  dust,  but  who  can  say, 

Whether  their  spirits  dwell 
In  regions  of  eternal  day. 

Or  the  dark  gulph  of  hell  ? 

By  nobles,  rotting  under  ground, 

'I'heir  grandeur  is  forgot ; 
The  meanest  insects  crawl  around,  • 

Nor  raise  an  haughty  though^ 
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How  vain  is  pride  in  any  thing 
Which  death  can  sweep  away  ! 

•But  1  will  boast  of  Christ  my  King, 
Should  heaven  and  earth  decay. 

O  for  a  soul  of  heavenly  birth, 

A  principle  within, 
Which  scorns  to  be  a  slave  to  earth. 

To  Satan,  self,  or  sin  ! 

These  lifeless  multitudes  must  rise 
At  last  when  Christ  shall  call ; 

faints  first,  heaven  sparkling  in  their  eyes. 
Then  sinners,  flashing  hell  / 

Now  to  prepare  for  such  a  day. 
May  my  v/holetime  employ; 

T  give  a  fleeting  world  away, 
'J  hat  I  may  God  enjoy. 


c, 


&n  the  Death  of  a  dear  acquaintance,  a  Minister  of  the 
Gospel.    Jan.  31,  1790. 

Dear  friends  we  were  for  many  a  year, 

But  now  the  one  is  gone  ; 
And  while  I'm  like  an  exile  here, 

He  worships  at  the  throne. 

Well,  but  the  day's  not  far  away, 

The  day  must  soon  draw  near, 
When  I  shall  also  drop  my  clay. 

And  join  the  heavenly  choir. 

Oft  we  conversed  of  heaveuly  things, 

(Too  seldom  /  I  bevrail), 
But  nov/  his  soul  has  stretched  her  wings. 

And  dwells  within  the  vail. 

With  what  enlargement  have  I  heard 

This  pious  pastor  pray  .' 
And  God  has  promised  to  regard 

What  his  own  servants  say. 
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The  troubles  of  domestic  life 

Give  no  uneasy  thought; 
The  death  of  daughters,  sobs,  and  wife. 

For  ever  are  forgot. 

But  all  the  truths  he  taught  below 
Now  shine  with  noon-day  biaze. 

And  his  enraptured  soul  doth  glow 
To  sound  his  Saviour's  praise. 

Old  age  and  frailty  vex  no  more. 

But,  like  an  angel,  ho 
Shall  God  unweariedly  adore 

To  all  eternity. 

I  see  the  whole  creation  vain. 
When  mortals  must  remove ; 

Ariil  nothing  can  the  soul  sustain. 
But  Christ's  unchanging  love. 

Now  that  his  soul's  to  glory  brought. 

To  near  communion  too, 
O  how  enlarged  his  every  thought ! 

How  bright  his  every  view  ! 

Now  all  the  ways  of  heaven  are  plain^, 

And  highly  he  approves 
Those  providences  which  did  pain  : 

God  chastens  whom  he  loves. 

No  more  the  base  detracting  tongue 
Shall  wound  his  Christian  name  ; 

No  more  the  drunkard's  ruthless  song 
His  innocence  defame. 

Exalted  'bove  the  reach  of  sin. 

The  reach  of  sorrow  lOO, 
What  holy  raptures  rise  within* 

And  transports  always  new  * 

In  God  he  finds  his  final  rest. 
And  hell  no  more  annoys; 

Hi>  J.  ul's  above  conception  blest 
Whde  Jesus  he  eiij>y-^. 


^Sl 
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CI. 

Tlie  whole  Creation  a  Trifle  to  him  that  believes  he  imin 
die.    May  20.  1790. 

How  sad  to  see  immortal  souls 

F.'»rgpt  their  heavenly  birth  ! 
An.]  basely  rli*  with  blinded  moles. 

In  bowels  of  the  earth  ! 

In  plans  and  projects  how  to  rise 

In  riches  and  renown. 
But  never  climb  the  higher  skies. 

Nor  claim  the  heavenly  crown  I 

From  every  height  of  human  bliss 

Grim  death  shall  dash  me  down, 
Anc'  spread  ablush  o'er  all  my  face; 

And  none  can  say  how  soon. 

For  death  will  boldly  storm  the  throne^ 

And  all  the  guards  confound  ; 
Yea,  ev'n  the  prince  that  sits  thereon 

Must  feel  his  fatal  wound. 

Ah  .'  every  thing  beneath  the  sura 

Is  empty,  vexing,  vile  ; 
Not  the  possession  of  a  throne 

Should  cause  the  Christian  smil.^» 

"What  bauble  is  a  prince's  crown. 

When  from  his  temples  torn, 
And  he  must  curse,  with  bitter  grosiD, 

The  day  that  he  was  born  ! 

Why  should  I  shun  to  think  on  death, 

Si;ice  death  and  I  must  meet  ? 
May  I  behold  this  foe  by  faith 

Lie  stintless  at  my  feet ! 

When  round  this  transient  world  I  look,^ 

tiow  trifling  it  appears  ! 
Then  I  my  anxious  chace  rebuke, 

And  check  my  childish  tears. 

Ibid  farewell  ro  all  below. 
Yes,  all  below  farewell  3 
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From  Keclar's  te^ts  Tflit,  and  go 
To  dwell  onZirMihill. 

I  sail  to  that,  celestial  shore. 
Where  reign?;  eternal  rest; 

And  '.vhensoe'er  i  a  u  -o  more^ 
That  moment  I  am  blest. 


cii. 

On  a  Man,  who,  comforting  his  Wife  mourning  over  the 
Deatic  of  tUeir  Son,  drops  down  en  her  feet,  dies,  and  i^ 
biivieU  in  the  same  grave  with  his  Son,*  June  21,  1796* 

Ah  /  what  a  scene  of  sorrow  here  / 

And,  ;\h  .'  what  piercing  cnes  ! 
The  hopeful  son  lies  lifeless  there. 

And  here  the  father  dies  ! 

The  father  signs  vvith  trembling  hand^ 

The  letters,  (dreadful  doom/) 
To  ask  kind  neighbours  to  attend 

His  funeral  to  the  tomb. 

The  coffin  comes,  and  there  his  dust 

Is  laid  to  final  rest ; 
But  now  the  keenest  sorrows  thrust;^ 

And  pierce  the  parents'  breast .' 

The  mother,  overwhelmed  with  grief. 

Now  weeps  and  wrings  her  hands> 
The  father  springs  to  her  relief. 

And  her  comforter  stands  : 

^*  My  dear,  this  is  the  will  of  God, 

An<l  must  not  we  submit  r" 
But  straight  he  bends  beneath  the  load. 

And  tumbles  at  her  feet. 

*  This  is  the  same  family  who,  some  yeais  before,  lost  th«ir  daugfc 
'ter  visiting  9,  friend.    See  poem  sx2» 
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Hp  falls,  an<i  sp-aks  no  mure  to  men. 
Bit  breathes  iis  soul  away  ! 

Ho-  siiarp  the  stroke,  how  sad  the  scene^ 
No  languaj^e  can  convey/ 

Together  carried  to  the  tomb. 

They  there  Toui  ther  rest: 
Bui  what  the  widow  feel->  at  home. 

Distresses  every  breast. 

The  faith  that  we  shall  rise  again. 
When  Christ  shall  kinlly  cail. 

Should  sweeten  every  mournful  scene 
That  mortals  can  befal. 


cm.  • 

Comfort  against  the  Havoc  of  Death.    Jan,  27,  179i\ 

While  round  I  glance  my  weeping  eye. 

What  mournful  scenes  appear/ 
Here  pleasant  infants  lifeless  lie. 

And  there  the  parents  dear  I 

In  this  sad  house,  an  only  son 

Is  quickly  snatched  away; 
The  wretcued  parents  sit  alone. 

And  mourn  the  live-long  dayr 

Another  wails  a  double  stroke. 

Yet  all  God's  ways  are  good. 
And  twice  the  olive-plant  is  broke. 

Which  round  their  table  stood. 

The  pensive  parents  hang  their  head. 

Afraid  that  wrath  divine 
Visits  their  sin  upon  their  seed. 

Since  thus  their  seed  are  slain. 

But,  Sirs,  remember  heaven  is  just. 

Arid  sovereign  is  his  way  ; 
An'!  tl'ough  fje  dash  usali  to  dust, 

Stili  dust  should  nothing  say. 
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Look  forward,  and  not  very  tar. 

When  time  shall  flv  away, 
And  Jesus,  now  your  morning  star. 

Will  briug  eternal  day. 

A  day  of  such  celestial  joy. 

Will  all  your  sorrows  drown, 
And  you  shall  every  power  employ 

To  make  his  goodness  known. 

Then  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye, 

Complaints  from  every  tongue  ; 
And  not  an  heart  shall  heave  a  sigh 

In  all  the  heavenly  throng. 

Show  first  the  child  whose  early  death 

Made  both  his  parents  sad  ; 
Then  him  whose  long-continued  breath 

Made  both  his  parents  glad. 

Show  first  the  pareatswho  on  earth 

Surviv'd  their  oftspring  all, 
Then  those  to  whom,  though  bless'd  with  births. 

No  funerals  e'er  befel. 

Their  joys  the  same  in  either  breast, 

The  same  their  heavenly  song  ; 
Alike  their  raptures  and  their  rest, 

Eternity  along. 

'Tis  only  now  we  feel  the  pain. 

While  trav'lling  to  the  tomb  / 
AVe  wiak,  and  wake,  and  all's  serene 
In  that  dear  world  to  come. 

Then  let  us  look  beyond  the  scene 

Of  all  created  things, 
And  drink  by  faith  ro  staunch  our  pain, 

At  love's  eternal  springs. 


CIV. 


fjisembodied  souls  ehter  immf-diately  on  the  employment  ef 
iueir  separate  states,    April  3, 1791. 

^0  sooner  is  the  Christian  dead 
Than  sweetly  sounds  his  song  ; 
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No  sooner  is  the  sinner  fled. 
Than  howlings  fill  his  tongue  ! 

The  silent  grave  receives  their  dust, 
But  human  tongue  can't  tell 

What  happiness  awaits  the  just. 
What  horrors  darken  hel!  / 

There's  not  a  moment  unemployed, 

And  all  is  life  or  death. 
While  God  is  by  the  saints  enjoyed. 

And  sinners  feel  his  wrath/ 

The  saints  for  ever  keep  awake. 

While  Jesus  they  adore; 
And  sinners  in  the  burning  lake 

Shall  never  slumber  more  1 

The  saints  forever  walk  in  light, 
Redeem'd  from  hell  and  wrath  ; 

But  sinners  through  eternal  night 
Shall  die  the  second  death  ! 

Oto  prepare  for  our  last  end. 

And  ev'n  on  earth  begin 
The  work  of  heaven,  till  death  attend, 

And  kindly  take  us  in. 


cv. 


Our  knowledge  of  the  disembodied  state  imjyerfect 
Jan.  14,  1792. 

I  know  not  what  it  is  to  die, 

And  be  uncloalhed  of  clay  ; 
I  know  not  what  it  is  to  fly 

Beyond  the  dawn  of  cay. 

T  know  not  how  sou's  are  employed 

In  their  eternal  ?«rate  ; 
Where  God  and  Jesus  are  eujoyed 

In  all  their  glories  great* 
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I  know  not  how  pure  spirits  join 

In  their  hosannas  sweet ; 
Nor  lips  nor  tongue  are  now  their  own, 

Yet  is  the. r  praise  complete. 

Nor  do  I  clearly  know  how  they 

Converse  with  one  another, 
And  yet  they  must  converse ;  for  why  ? 

Each  saint  is  there  a  brother. 

I  know  not  how  the  spirits  meet 

In  that  iear  World  above. 
Nor  how  my  ent'ring  soul  shall  greet 

The  souls  she  late  did  love. 

I  know  not  what  it  is  to  stand 

Before  the  judgment  seat, 
Ar.d  hear  the  awful  Judge  command 

To  fix  my  final  state. 

1  know  not  how  they  worship  God, 

Who  dwell  within  the  vail. 

Nor  what  sweet  access  they're  allow'd, 

Where  sins  no  more  assail. 

•  • 

So  theft  I  see 'tis  faith,  a  faith 

In  him  Avho  fills  the  throne, 
^lust  make  me  bold  to  meet  with  death. 

And  march  to  worlds  unknown. 


CVI. 


On  the  Becovery  of  a  Child,  Feb,  23,  1792, 


W^hile  other  parents  mourn  their  dead» 
Their  pleasant  children  gone. 

From  me  let  grateful  songs  proceed, 
Since  God  has  spared  my  son. 

The  sore  disease, in  every  eye. 
To  such  an  height  had  gone, 


288  THE    HOUSE    OF   MOURNING. 

As  threatened  dissolution  nigh  ; 
But  heaven  has  healed  my  sot;. 

What  pleasure  from  our  c'iildr?a  -iprings, 
Wi.en  playing  toun*'  our  knee  ! 

But  from  'heir  death  what  anguish  stints. 
And  i.ear?-felta:'ony  ! 

To  see  pijor  infants  erst'iing  on 

Their  e ^e*  lasi-ing  iStale, 
A  state  to  iheni  so  qiiite  unknown. 

Must  mental  paagii  create. 

To  ease  my  anxiou.?  thoughts,  I  pled 

Thy  promise-  dtvirie; 
"  I'll  be  tay  God  in  very  deed. 

Thy  children  shall  be  miriC." 

Hence  let  me  hold  loose  gripes  of  all 
My  friends  beneath  the  sun, 

Thnt,  at  Jehovar.'-;  sovereign  call, 
1  may  return  nis  loan. 

Now  I  devote  mj  child*to  God, 

His  whole  renifiining  days. 
To  blaze  his  matchless  love  abroad, 

And  publish  all  his  praise. 


CVII. 

TIu  Monitor.     Feb,  16,  17H. 

Lest  I  forget  my  mortal  state. 
Kind  heaven  is  pleased  to  send 

Some  sore  disease,  some  racking  fit. 
To  mind  mu  o*  my  end. 

Thus  T  am  pierced  through  with  pain,    . 

And  toss  and  tumble  sore; 
And  yet  I  dare  not.  Lord,  complain, 

For  1  might  suffer  more. 
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How  sad  their  case  that  feel  no  rest 

Beneath  the  wrath  of  God  ! 
Which  like  a  fire  consumes  their  breast. 

And  boils  their  very  blood. 

Now  I  have  intervals  of  ease. 

And  hope  a  perfect  cure ; 
But  sinners  sink  in  iiaming  seas. 

And  every  pang  endure. 

At  last  I  shall  escape  thy  wrath. 

And  rise  to  endless  glore ; 
While  sinners  die  the  second  death, 

And  howl  for  evermore  / 


CVIII. 

The  Concerned  Spectator.    Jlpril  6,  1794, 

Whene'er  I  see  a  person  lie, 

In  prospect  of  his  death, 
His  weepinjj;  family  standing  by, 

Methinks  an  angel  saith, 

«  What  trifles  are  the  things  of  time. 

And  all  the  joys  of  sense, 
W'hen  man  must  leave  this  earthly  clime. 

And  go  for  ever  hence  ? 

*'  What  folly  to  forget  his  end, 

And  trifle  time  away. 
Since  the  whole  world  cannot  command 

A  respite  for  a  day  ?'* 

Ah  /  then,  what  days,  and  months,  and  years,. 

Have  I  mis  spent  indeed  ! 
And  wastes  of  time  are  sad  arrears, 

And  heavy  on  my  head. 

But  now,  my  friend,  I  turn  to  thee, 

For  thine's  a  serious  case ; 
What  comfort  when  eternity 

Stares  fearful  in  thy  face  ?  ;  ..^ " 
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Honour  and  riches  both  are  vain. 
When  mortals  come  to  die^ 

Religion  is  the  only  gain 
That  can  ascend  the  sky. 

Indeed  thy  days  have  numerous  been, 
But  have  they  beem  improved  ? 

And  hast  thou  God's  salvation  seen 
Before  thou  be  remov'd  ? 

There's  not  a  moment  to  be  lost. 

For  death  is  very  near  : 
But  Jesus  saves  to  the  uttermost; 

And  this  my  soul  should  cheer. 

Then  to  this  gracious  Saviour  fly. 
For  he  can  save  from  wrath. 

Can  give  a  bless'd  eternity, 
Andev'n  unstingthy  death. 


CIX. 

Vii  the  death  of  a  FHend  that  died  abroad,    dug,  10,  ir94. 

Far  distant  in  the  western  world. 

On  some  unfriendly  shore. 
At  him  the  king  of  terrors  hurled 

His  dart,  and  he's  no  more. 

The  little  spot  that  gave  him  birth. 

How  distant  from  his  tomb ! 
But  what  a  trifle's  the  whole  earth. 

When  our  last  moment's  come  ! 

What  means  the  restless  mind  of  ma«. 

To  range  from  pole  to  pole, 
To  gain  the  world,  the  most  he  can. 

And  lose  his  precious  soul  ? 

The  soul  !  but  none  its  worth  can  teFI, 

And  none  its  price  can  know, 
But  he  that  ransom'd  souls  from  hellj, 

And  paid  what  sinjiers  owe. 
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How  suddenly  life's  busy  scene 

Is  o'er,  for  ever  o'er  ! 
And  years  of  pleasure,  or  of  pain^ 

When  past,  return  no  more. 


ex. 


On  the  Death  of  a  very  Aged  A'*eighbour,  JVou  SO,  1794* 

The  young  and  very  aged  die  ; 

And  while  they  jointly  fall. 
To  Adam*s  sons  they  seem  to  cry, 

"  Death  soon  will  seize  you  all.'' 

Ah  !  what  are  fourscore  hoary  years 

To  vast  eternity ! 
Long  life  less  than  a  drop  appears 

To  the  unfathom'd  sea. 

My  life,  though  long,  though  very  long, 

At  length  will  have  its  end  / 
But  may  my  faith  be  then  so  strong, 

'Twill  neither  break  nor  bend  ; 

But  fixing  on  my  Saviour's  grace. 

And  his  unchanging  love. 
Will  spring  through  death  to  see  his  fa^e. 

And  dwell  with  him  above. 

Let  this  my  gratitude  engage, 

That  in  th'  eternal  morn. 
All  the  infirmities  of  age. 

To  youthful  vigour  turn  / 

I'll  need  no  nounshment  or  rest. 

Thy  strength  shall  make  me  strong. 
Fruition  make  completely  blest. 

Vision  preserve  me  young. 

No  matter  when  my  days  shall  end. 

Accepted  in  thy  Son, 
Death  drops  his  sting,  and  I  ascend 

To  dwell  before  thy  throne, 
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CXI. 

The  Cruelty  of  Unjust  War,    JVot?.  20,  \7m. 

How  can  a  kin^r  or  g;eneral  boast 

or  success  in  unlawful  war, 
"Whose  vict'ry  is  a  slaughtered  host. 

Whose  success  ruin  spreads  afar? 
Alas  :  through  all  the  fields  around. 

In  savage  war's  destructive  day. 
Thousands,  laid  prostrate  on  the  ground. 

Breathe  amidst  groans  their  souls  away  ! 

Their  mangled  flesh,  and  broken  bones. 

To  all  the  keenest  pain  impart ; 
Their  loud  complaints  and  cfjing  groans 

Must  pierce  with  grief  the  hardest  heart 

Fathers  and  mothers  mingle  woe. 

To  hear  of  sons  in  battle  slain  ; 
Relatio.is  suffer  in  the  blow. 

And  num'rous  swell  the  sable  traiH. 

In  mourning  weeds,  the  bosom-wife 

Her  loss  does  bitterly  deplore ; 
For,  ah  !  the  comfort  of  her  life, 

A  loving  husband,  is  no  mor«. 

Children,  bereaved  of  their  best  shiel<l. 

Accuse  the  cursed  pride  of  kings. 
That  kindles  war,  and  in  the  field. 

Fathers  to  death  untimely  brings. 

Now,  from  this  scene  of  human  woe. 
Which  every  feeling  heart  must  rend, 

1  glance  the  dreadful  world  below. 
Where  miseries  shall  never  end. 

Ah  !  there  I  see  ten  thousand  ghosts. 

Writhing  in  agonizing  pain, 
Who  lately  muster'd  with  the  hosts, 

But  now  are  numbered  'mongst  the  slain. 

Foes  without  feud,  a  mournful  tale  ! 

They  meet,  they  fight,  they  part  no  more^ 
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In  whole  battf^lions  down  to  hell 

They  plun^je,  all  drench'd  in  human  gore* 

O  how  they  wail  the  woful  day 

That  robb'd  rhem  of  rheir  vital  breath  ! 

Nor  vave  a  minute's  space  to  pray. 
Or  to  prepare  themselves  for  death/ 

Look  down  to  yon  red  lake  of  fire, 
Af)d  tremble,  ye  who  rule  the  world  ; 

Ah  !  see  what  crowds  lie  \v retched  there* 
Down  by  your  mad  ambition  hurl'd. 


CXII. 

On  a  man  in  the  prime  of  life  who  died  siiddenlj/. 
JS^'ov.  1796, 

The  family  goes  secure  to  bed, 

VVith  no  presage  imprest ; 
No  painful  breast,  no  aching  head^ 

Disturbs  their  midnight  rest. 

Death,  like  a  robber  in  the  night, 

To  him  white  slumbering  crept, 
Sttuck  his  dart  deep  ;  none  saw  the  fight, 

But  she  that  with  him  slept ' 

The  aged  parent  suffers  much, 

The  widow  suffers  more  ; 
Hischildien  (fur  their  age  is  such) 

Can  scaice  his  death  deplore. 

But  there's  a  God,  whose  powV  presides 

O'er  every  tning  below  ; 
And  whose  Vich  providence  provides 

For  all  the  sons  of  woe. 

The  widow  and  the  fatheiless 

Are  deep  in  his  concern  ; 
His  bowels  yearn  with  tenderness. 

The  sons  of  sorrow  learn. 

8  b  |I. 
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Througli  fire  and  water  he  can  bring 
To  H'>  vpn,  th:t  happy  place  ; 

And  tune  u^e  mourner's  heart  ro  sing 
Sweet  songs  to  sovereign  grace. 


CXIIL 

Qn  the  Death  of  a  pleasant  Child.    March  4, 1797. 

His  sov'reign  hand,  who  cannot  err, 

Has  fetch'd  a  heavy  stroke; 
^nd  from  around  my  table  fair. 

An  olive  plant  has  broke. 

God  gave,  and  God  has  novv  removed 

The  child  ;  she  was  his  own; 
A  child  perhaps  too  much  beloved. 

And  loo  much  doted  on. 

^ow  snatched  forever  from  my  sight, 

I  see  the  babe  no  more ; 
Snatch'd  from  each  scene  of  fond  delight. 

That  danc'd  mine  eye  before. 

But  now  her  soul,  that  noble  thing, 

Has  fled  to  worlds  unknown. 
And,  mounting  on  the  willing  wing. 

Soars  to  Jehovah's  throne. 

Ah !  what  a  want  this  death  has  made 

In  every  thing  I  see  ! 
The  cradle's  empty,  and  the  bed. 

The  moth  er's  arm  and  knee  ! 

How  short  has  been  her  mortal  race  I 

How  sweet  her  heav'nly  rest ! 
"VViiat  holy  joys  the  babe  solace, 

No  mure  with  pain  opprest ! 

JJow  what  are  all  our  joys  below, 
^ut  like  a  pois'oQus  spriiig  ? 
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Since  cleats  sf  children  pains  us  so, 
And  leaves  a  lasting  sting? 

But  from  our  God's  unchanging  love 

We  should  our  comforts  bring; 
Then,  thouy;h  the  whole  creation  move^ 

We  shallour  requiem  sing. 

She  moans  no  more  beneath  the  woes 

That  press'd  her  down  to  death  ; 
Bright  glories  in  her  eye  disclose. 

Though  robb'd  of  mortal  breath» 

The  little  stranger  looks  around 

With  transport  and  surprise^ 
Ou  all  the  glories  tiiat  abound 

Above  the  bending  skies. 

My  pleasant  child  is  gone  before^ 

And  but  a  little  while, 
For  life  with  me  will  soon  be  o'er ; 

Then  wherefore  weep  or  wail  ? 

-Since  we  shall  meet  on  Zion  mount. 

And  join  the  songs  above, 
And  through  eternity  recount  ^ 

The  wonders  of  his  love. 


CXIV. 


The  Death  of  the  Christian,     Oct.  23,  179^ 

How  calmly  may  the  Christian  die, 

Since  death  has  lost  his  sting .^ 
And  though  an  unknown  world  draws  nigh, 

Yet  there  his  Lord  is  King. 

In  holiness  made  perfect  now, 

What  transports  fill  his  mind  ! 
A  lid  Satan,  his  invet'rate  foe. 

For  ever  stays  behind. 

The  glories  of  the  heav'nly  state 

Break  in  upon  his  soul. 
And  all  his  ravish'd  pow'rs  dilate? 

All  d  through  uis  bosom  roll. 
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An  infirm  and  a  feeble  frame 

vShail  trouble  him  no  more; 
"With  angel's  strength,  and  seraph's  flara^ 

He  ever  shall  adore. 

The  sins  of  others,  foe  or  friend. 

Shall  ne'er  him  more  annoy, 
For  heav'n's  diftus'd  through  all  his  min4^ 

And  Jesus  is  his  joy. 

He  shuts  his  eye  on  all  below. 

To  see  his  Saviour's  face. 
And  ft  om  his  weeping  friends  shall  g& 

To  Jesus'  bless'd  embrace. 


cxv. 


Farewell  to  Time,    Jan.  1,  ir9g* 

Now  Tve  another  year  begun, 

Aiul  cast  tne  last  away. 
In  hope  to  stand  before  thy  throne 

Through  everlasting  day. 

Ah  !  what  a  span  is  human  life. 
When  life  draws  near  its  end  ! 

How  trifling  scenes  of  joy  or  grief 
Wiiich  all  the  way  attend  ! 

But  may  I  see  his  heav'nly  face. 
Who  dwells  in  light  unknown ; 

And  rest  in  his  divine  embrace. 
Who  fills  his  Father's  throne. 

The  things  of  time  and  I  must  part^ 

And  never  meet  again  ; 
Then  what  a  fool  to  set  my  heart 

Where  it  cannot  remain  ? 

O  may  I  never  hear  thy  voice 

Bid  me  from  thee  depart! 
'Twouid  quite  consume  my  sweetest  joy^, 

And  break  my  bleeding  tieart. 
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But  may  I  hear  thy  kind  command, 

Tf)  come,  and  to  inherit. 
In  highest  heav'ns  the  promised  land, 

God,  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit. 

I  bid  farewell  to  all  below, 

For  my  last  hour  must  come. 
When  I  must  leave  the  world,  and  go 

To  mj  eternal  home. 


CXVI. 


The  Last  Scene. 

When  all  the  scenes  of  life  are  gone. 

And  our  fine  dreams  are  fled, 
A  most  momentous  scene  comes  on, 

A  sick,  a  djing  bed. 

And  yet,  as  none  can  name  the  day 

On  which  I  must  depart, 
So  none  can  point  me  out  the  way 

That  death  shall  reach  my  heart. 

A  swoon,  a  fall,  a  pang  of  grief 
Or  joy,  fierce  stream,  or  flame. 

May  suddenly  deprive  tjf  life 
And  crush  my  mortal  frame. 

But,  say  by  some  acute  disease 

My  ev'ry  power's  opprest ; 
The  dawn  appears,  but  brings  no  ease  j    - 

The  night,  but  brings  no  rest. 

Thus  day  and  night  I  toss  and  turn. 

But  cannot  find  relief/ 
My  friends  behold  my  pain, and  mourn. 

Yet  but  augment  my  grief. 

Kind  neighbours  send  to  know,  ivhat  rest 
Last  night,  a-d  how  to-day  ? 

«  My  lOve  to  rhpra,  dc^ath's  battering  fast 
My  feeble  house  of  clay. 
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I  go  the  way  of  all  the  earth  ; 

And  througfh  a  lonely  road, 
I'm  safe,  if  guided  by  the  hand 

Of  mine  incarnate  God.'' 

Latches  and  calls,  to  make  no  din, 

Are  carefully  prepar'd  ; 
But  death  will  knock,  and  must  be  in, 

In  spite  of  ev'ry  guard. 

The  windows  darken'd  are  by  day, 
The  room  illum'd  by  night ; 

Emblem  that  death's  a  lonely  way. 
And  needs  celestial  light. 

"My  friends  !  believe  a  dying  majrt'. 

And  credit  what  I  say. 
The  hope  of  glory  only  can 

Support  the  dying-day. 

Religion  is  its  own  reward; 

Religion  then  avow. 
And  ne'er  the  bitter  scoffs  regard 

Of  an  abandoned  crew. 

The  paths  of  righteousness  are  peace  ; 

0  could  my  tongue  commend 
Religion  to  the  human  race. 

Round  to  earth's  utmost  end  /'* 

My  friends  sit  sad  around  my  bed. 
My  children  weep  behind, 

And  my  poor  spouse  reclines  her  head. 
With  a  foreboding  mind. 

•*  Dear  spouse,  let  me  forbid  your  grief, 

Express  my  inward  joy. 
That  I  shall  quit  the  toils  of  life. 

For  more  divine  employ. 

Soon  you  and  I  shall  meet  again. 
And  meet  to  part  no  more, 

Where  we'll  forget  our  ev'ry  pain. 
And  count  our  mercies  o'er; 

His  ev'rj?  providence  approve. 
Burst  out  in  rapt'rous  song, 
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Astonish'd  at  redeeming  love. 
Eternity  along. 

Dear  children,  share  your  father's  love ; 

Your  dying  father  prays. 
Let  best  of  blessings  from  above 

Prevent  them  all  their  days. 

Give  them  thy  grace,  I  ask  no  more^ 

O  what  a  portion  this  ! 
Made  candidates  for  heav'nly  glore. 

And  heirs  of  endless  bliss/ 

Seek  God  ;  I  take  these  tears  you  shed 

To  witne!?s  against  you, 
If  in  the  ways  of  vice  yo[i  tread. 

That  wrath  shall  be  your  due. 

Seek  God,  and  he'll  your  father  be, 

When  I  am  call'd  aside  ; 
Orphans  may  boast  of  him,  for  he 

Will  you  protect  and  guide.'' 

P  My  fam'ly  I  to  him  commit. 

He'll  ev'ry  good  supply  ; 
He  needs  no  second  on  his  side. 

Who  rules  both  earth  and  sky/' 

But  O  !iow  trifling  earth  must  seena 

To  one  that  turns  his  eye 
From  all  thegawdy  scenes  of  tim^ 

To  vast  eternity ! 

My  by  past  life,  in  broad  display. 

Appears,  O  gracious  Heav'n? 
An  awful  sight,  unless  thou  say. 

Thy  sins  are  all  forgiv*ii.'' 

Kow  that  eternitv  is  nigh. 

What  raptures  rise  within. 
To  think  that  I'll  be  wholly  free 

From  sinners  and  from  sin  ! 

What  noble  work  shall  me  employ, 

What  strains  shall  swell  my  songf 
While  1  a  three-one  God  enjoy. 


Amidst  the  happy  thron 
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No  more  the  care  of  earthly  things 
Lies  cank*ring  at  my  heart. 

For,  tlnnkingat^the  heav'nlj  springs, 
Createt'  pains  depart/ 

Farewell  each  thing  beneath  the  sun  ; 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  adieu  I 
When  i  aitend  this  heav'nij  throne, 

I'll  have  no  use  for  vou. 

-Now  heav'nly  glories  charm  my  sight, 

I  breathe  to  be  awav  _; 
Farewell,  ray  friends,!  take  my  flight 

To  everiasiing  day. 


CXVIL 

The  Hope  of  Glory. 

The  solid  hopes  of  glory  shall 
Dispel  the  fears  of  death; 

And  at  my  heav'oly  Father's  calL 
I'll  die;  but  die  in  faith  ! 

Ill  faith  that  I  shall  see  his  face, 
Through  everlasting  day ; 

And  magnify  redeeming  grace. 
While  millions  swell  the  lay. 

The  pangs,  the  anguish,  and  dismay, 
That  may  my  deaMi  attend. 

Shall  scatter  by  that  heav'nij-  ray. 
Which  hopes  of  glory  send. 

To  part  with  all  my  friends  below. 
And  mingle  with  the  clod. 

Shall  cause  no  grief,  since  tiius  1  go 
To  glory  and  to  God  ! 

The  prospect  of  my  near  decease 
My  friends  with  sorrow  fills; 

Cut  hope  of  glory  pours  in  peace^ 
And  all  the  tumult  stills* 
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This  world  and  all  Hs  vanities, 

AntI  sin,  and  ev'ry  snare, 
1  leave,  and  rise  to  paradise. 

To  sing  tor  ever  there. 

Christ  is  in  me  the  solid  hope 

Of  everlasting g'.ore, 
"When  I  must  part  with  every  prop, 

And  time  is  mine  no  ^nure. 

Tlie  smiles,  dear  Jesus,  of  thy  face. 

Amidst  the  pangs  of  death, 
>Shail  keep  my  soul  in  perfect  peace. 

And  gild  the  gloomy  path. 

I'll  spring  from  these  surrounding  ills, 

That  dogg'fl  me  all  tlie  way. 
And  sit  and  sing  on  heavenly  hills. 

Through  everlasting  day. 


CXVIII. 

Eternityt  and  the  Conclusion, 

iihould  travellers  to  eternity. 

And  candidates  for  bliss, 
For  passing  pains  and  crosses  cry. 

And  grieve  to  an  excess  ? 

ll  matters  not  who  dies  before. 

Or  who  remains  behind, 
Fo-  op.-n  stands  death's  awful  door 

Fur  all  tiie  human  kind. 

But  vvhea  the  trump  shall  sound  at  last, 

Aud  ail  the  dead  awake. 
For  ever  death  and  hell  are  cast 

Into  the  burning  lake. 

I  see  m>  dtar,  my  bosom-friend. 
Whose  death  did  wound  my  soul, 

C  G 
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Triumphing  at  his  throne  attend  ; 
And  why  should  I  condole  ? 

In  sacred  friendship  now  we  meet. 

And  never  part  again  ; 
And  our  communion  must  be  sweety 

Where  sin  no  more  shall  stain. 

Now,  what  are  all  the  ups  and  downs 

Of  life,  the  joys  or  pains. 
When  monarchs  wear  no  more  their  crowns^ 

No  captives  drag  their  chains  ? 

Oar  days  of  mourning  are  no  more  ; 

Our  mourning  days  were  few, 
Compared  to  transports  still  in  store. 

To  God's  eternal  now  ! 

Now  how  serene  the  heav'niy  sky. 

And  not  a  wandering  cloud  / 
But  ev'n  a  whole  eternity. 

Bright  by  the  smile  of  God  • 

What  fools  w^ere  we  to  feel  such  pain 
From  death  of  dearest  friends, 

Since  death  to  all  the  saints  is  gain. 
And  their  sore  warfare  ends  / 

The  sooner  we  at  heav'n  arrive. 

The  sooner  we  are  blest/ 
Why  for  our  pious  friends  then  grieve. 

Since  entered  on  their  rest  ? 

The  saints  for  many  a  thousand  year 

Who  have  arriv'd  at  glore. 
Are  all  (a  grand  assembly/)  here. 

And  never  scatter  more. 

And  angels  bright  of  every  name 

Augustlj  swell  the  throig. 
And  God  and  Jesus  is  their  theme, 

The  subject  of  their  song. 

Our  state  is  fix'd  ;  no  changes  now 

Shall  any  more  take  place, 
No  sorrows  cloud  the  mourners*  brow> 

Nor  tears  shall  foul  their  face. 
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The  wounds  of  tender  parents'  hearts 

A.re  healed  for  ever  here, 
Who  feel  no  more  the  deadly  darts, 

From  death  of  children  dear. 

Ko  gnawing  grief  shall  mar  our  rest. 

No  sorrows  check  our  song. 
But  heavenly  jojys  dilate  each  breast. 

The  happy  hosts  among. 

The  wonders  of  eternity 

Now  open  to  our  view  ; 
Our  souls  are  full  of  ecstacy. 

Our  joys  for  ever  new. 

While  in  his  uncreated  light. 

His  beauties  we  admire. 
Eternal  glories  feast  our  sight. 

Eternal  songs  our  ear. 

Now  we  are  come  with  gladness  great. 

And  mirth  on  every  side, 
To  God's  ownheav'n,  (thrice  happy  state  !) 

And  here  we  shall  abide  ! 

Abide/  and  see  his  blessed  face. 

Where  glories  bright  display. 
And  feast  on  all  his  love  and  grace. 

Through  everlasting  day ! 

While  scenes  of  glory  open  new, 

And  blaze  upon  my  mind, 
O  how  transforming  is  the  view.' 

My  raptures  how  refin'd  .' 

Mingling  with  an  immortal  host. 

Communion  I  maintain 
With  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

Through  ages  alL    Amen. 


THE  TOMB. 

Ji  POEM, 
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MY  thoughts,  recall'd  from  every  flatt'ring  scene, 
Survej'  the  tomb  with  plea-ure,  or  with  pain  : 
T'le  tomb  my  bed,  or  m.y  dark  jail  at  last. 
Where  I  imprison'd  rot,  or  softly  rest. 

How  sad  the  thought !  (sadder  so  few  are  sad  !;) 
That  for  mere  trifles  the  whole  world  run  mad  ! 
And  crowns  are  trifles,  v/';.ea  we  cast  our  eye 
On  crowns  of  glory  and  the  seats  on  high. 

Life's  but  a  journey,  and  the  silent  tomb 
To  ev'ry  trav'lleris  the  destin'd  home. 
Methuselah,  a  human  piioiiiix,  rears 
His  head  through  near  a  thousand  solar  years; 
But  now  all  mankind  seem  as  made  in  viiin. 
Scarce  entered  on  the  stage,  Heaven  shuts  the  scene, 
Thousands  appear,  and  take  a  pe'^p  at  ligly, 
And  ihen  retire  to  rest  in  ilQAtWs   ong  night. 
But,0  :  how  muurn  we  when  our  friends  call  d  hence  . 
Yea',  dare  arraign  the  plan  of  Providence, 
As  if  injustice  to  our  house  were  done. 
When  death  deprives  us  of  an  only  son. 
But  what  musttrav'ilers  mean  that  can  complain 
01  a  short  journey,  and  respite  from  pain  r 
Why  shou'd  the  mariner  calm  seas  deplore, 
Or  mourn,  'cau-^e  uafced  quick  from  shore  to  shore  . 
So  ue,  the  sooner  we  arrive  at  rest, 
While  others  toil,  siiouM  own  that  we  are  blost. 
This  we  woulrl  own,  were  that  bles^'d  res?  but  known  j 
But  we'll  avow  it,  when  tnat  rest's  our  own. 
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Why,  reader,  stare  and  tremble  at  the  tomb. 
Where  you,  arid  I,  and  all  must  shortl  v  come  / 
Ten  thousand,  who  can  boast  a  later  birth. 
Are  there  before  us,  while  we  tread  the*  earth. 

Sure,  woi'lUy  men  are  backward  to  believie 
That  t'.eirlast  loiUin^;  i-^  the  silent  grave, 
W^here  all  is  ciangM  :  ah  !  what  a  midnight  ^loom 
Hang;s  on  the  ^ay  who  glance  the  giping  tomb  / 
It  spoils  their  mirth,  and  mars  their  sensual  joys, 
KilK  their  faUe  hoi  e-,  their  airy  dreams  destroys, 
And  raises  a  fi  -n  e  t^empe^^  in  the  soul, 
A-kin  to  that  where  damned  wretches  howl  / 

None  but  the  saint  with  an  unshaken  faith. 
Can  storm  the  tomb,  and  thrust  his  head  through  deatb^, 
To  the  bright  regions  of  e!ernal  day. 
Where  entdess  glories  seize  the  soul  away 
Through  the  dear  regions  of  dreafi  Deiry, 
Whose  op'nmg  stores  their  every  pow'r  supply. 

Strange  !  what  a  crowd  assembles  in  the  grave. 
From  mighty  Caesar  to  the  meanest  slave  / 
The  cunning  statesman,  and  the  simple  swain, 
Tl^e  varied  knave  that's  every  thing  for  gain  ; 
The  v.'retch  that  conscience  and  his  country  sold. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  tim'rous,  and  the  bold  ; 
The  wise,  the  fool,  the  feeble,  and  the  strong; 
The  good,  the  bad, — all  nations,  old  and  young. 
And  I  must  'mongst  them  shortly  hide  my  head. 
And  go  be  number d  with  the  silent  dead. 
Farewell, false  world, 'tis  time  to  part  with  you, 
And  ev'nbid  darling  relatives  adieu. 

How  comes  it  that  fun'rals  are  a  kind  of  show  ? 
Or  we  find  pleasure  in  anothor*s  woe  ? 
See  boys  and  girls,  and  ev'n  gray  hairs  convene. 
To  see  (but,  Sirs,  pray  what  is  to  be  seen  ?) 
An  hearse  or  bier  a  lifeless  corpse  convey 
To  its  long  home,  beyond  :he  verge  of  day.— . 
But  when  the  sad  procession  comes  along. 
Instead  of  mingling  with  a  thoughtless  throng, 
Retire  tomeJitate  on  your  last  end. 
And  some  few  moments  in  your  closet  spend;^ 
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Since  the  same  scene  you  in  another  vievv*. 
Shall  soon  be  acted  o'er  again  on  joa. 

Come,  now,  attend,  and  see  a  sinner  lie 
StretchVJ  on  a  sick-bed  ;  see  a  sinner  die. 
Ah  I  'tis  a  saf)  and  melancholy  scene  ! 
Lo    every  limb  is  rack'd  wiiii  gnawing  pain. 
The  purple  drops  ([  feel,  O  ff  How-worm  .') 
Rush  down  thy  veins  like  waves  before  a  storm/ 
The  tendons  start,  and  every  pulse  beats  higii. 
And  gnawing  anguish  shoots  from  every  eye  1 
Cold  sweats  bedew  the  pale  distigur'd  face. 
That  lately  shone  with  every  manly  grace. 
His  e\es  grow  dimmer,  till  they  set  in  death/ 
He  breathes,  and  breathes,  till  he  can't  draw  a  breath 
"With  quiv'ring  lips  he  gives  the  fatal  groan. 
And  now  the  soul  is  gone,  for  ever  gone  .' 
But  what's  the  inward  anguish  of  his  soul, 
While  hell  and  flames  before  his  fiincy  roll? 
When  all  his  sins,  like  marsliail'd  legions  rise^ 
And  pour  upon  him  terror  and  surprise  ; 
When  dark  despair  hanjrs  gloomy  on  his  brow^ 
And  endless  ages  open  to  his  view  ; 
When  every  power  is  agonis'd  with  pain. 
And  wrath  be^^ins  to  kindle  hell  within  y 
When  conscience  sear'd,  or,  silent  ay  before. 
Awakes,  roars  lou<i,  and  shall  for  ever  roar. 
Now  there's  no  comfort  for  his  drooping  mind, 
'Mougst  all  his  frienils  not  one  that  can  be  kind. 
He  calls  for  mercy  ; — mercy  is  no  more  ! 
— On  God,  but  lo  !  Iiis  day  of  grace,  is  o'er! 
'Tis  fear  that  cries,  he  cannot  breatne  a  prayer. 
Wrapt  up  in  darkness,  terror,  and  despair.' 

Now,  who  can  paint  this  skeleton  of  woe? 
What  heart  conceive  how  fast  ids  sorrows  grow  ? 
And  what  a  heil  ;^ape?  for  the  wretch  below  ? 
Attending  fiends  his  parting  ^^pirit  tear, 
And  plunge  it  deep  ;  where,  we  dare  not  inquire  \ 
Thus  ilies  the  wicked  !— turn  away  your  eye. 
And  see  asaitit  upon  a  death-bed  lie, 
Celestial  joys  and  angels  istanding  by  ! 
His  conrlict's  sharp,  his  comforts  are  divine; 
The  warfare's  hot,  bat  there  is  peace  within. 
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He  pants,  he  prays,  he  longs,  and  he  believes, 

Struggles  triumphs,  and  o'er  his  weakness  grieves! 

The  peace  of  God  is  spread  through  every  povv'r, 

And  conscience  smiles,  whatever  tempests  roar. 

Now  he  of  every  providence  approves  ; 

Ev'n  where  the  works  fix  pain,  the  Worker  loves. 

If  he  can  speak,  he  speaks  for  God  alone  ; 

Commends  religion,  and  the  life  unknown  ; 

Commands,  exhorts,  persuades,  implores,  requests. 

Friends  and  spectators,  to  make  sure  of  Christ ; 

To  seek  their  treasure  not  in  things  that  fly, 

"  But  lay  your  treasure  up  in  heav'n  on  high  ; 

"  For  what,"  says  he,  "  can  the  wliole  world  avail, 

"  When  you,  like  me,  toother  shores  must  sail  r" 

The  Saviour's  righteousness,  through  life  his  prop. 

In  his  last  moments  is  his  only  hope. 

And  when  his  sins,  marshall'd  by  Satan,  rise. 

To  daunt  his  faith,  he  hither  casts  his  eyes. 

And  sin,  and  hell,  and  every  foe  defies. 

'Midst  sharp  disease,  and  unremitting  pain, 

His  mind's  compos'd,  his  countenance  serene. 

Ko  tongue  can  tell  his  joys  which  inward  rise  ; 

Celestial  transport  sparkles  in  his  eyes, 

And  day  eternal  brigiaens  all  his  skies, 

Nosv  heav'n  expands,  and  glories  teem  from  high. 

Through  every  pow'r,  and  waft  his  soul  away 

From  time,  to  worship  at  the  highest  throne. 

And  feast  on  joys  and  ecstacies  unknown  ! 

As  flitting  tenants  look  through  ev'ry  room 
Of  their  new  house,  so  would  I  view  the  tomb, 
'W  hich  I  must  tenant  soon  ;  the  solemn  day 
Approaches,  when  I  must  put  off  my  claj. 
It  well  becomes  the  old  to  urite  of  death. 
To  speak  of  heav'n  with  their  expiring  breath. 
And  death  unsting'd,  and  heav'n  in  faith's  bright  vievy. 
vViilpour  pure  joys,  and  ev'ry  pang  subdue. 
Why  are  sepulchres  thought  a  place  of  dread, 
Tho'  our  dear  friends  lie  mingling  with  the  dead  ? 
Of  (dd  the  man  who  carried  half  an  hell 
Of  fiends  within,  loud  'mong  ioe  tombs  did  yell  ; 
Lo  /  from  the  tombs  he  to  the  mountains  flies. 
And  makes  the  hills  to  echo  witii  hl^  cries: 
So,  as  we  know  that  all  t'le  dead  aie  ^one. 
Not  into  nothing,  but  to  worlds  unknown, 
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Weak  minds  may  think  their  spirits  visits  pay 

To  their  cold  dust,  and  hover  round  their  clay. 

The  place  may,  too,  recall  the  mournful  scene 

or  parting  friends,  and  fill  the  mind  with  pain  : 

Eat  if  to  see  one  spirit  so  affright. 

How  shall  we  stand  when  thousands  crowd  our  sight  ? 

AVheii  legions  without  number,  circling,  rise 

Around,  and  far  beyond  our  wond'ring  eyes. 

Our  intellectual  eve  ?     But  may  my  souf 

Tly  through  the  tnrong,  regardless  of  the  whole:', 

And  fix  on  God,  who  all  his  hosts  excels, 

On  God  in  whom  infinite  fulness  dwells. 

Afiiiction's  children  often  wish  to  He 
^Yilliin  the  tomb,  till  the  sharp  storms  blow  by. 
"  O  hide  m?  in  the  grave,  (cries  sorrow's  son,) 
"  And  keep  me  secret  till  my  wrath  be  gone." 
Fort'r.ere  the  mourner  sheds  no  briny  ttars  ; 
Th'  oppress'd  no  more  the  fierce  oppressor  fears  ; 
The  wicked  ctase  to  vex,  the  vveary  rest. 
And  ev'n  the  slave's  of  liberty  possest. 
Ease  sin  no  more  the  sh^eping  dust  defiles, 
Kor  Satan  vexes  with  infernal  wiles. 
Mingled  in  death,  no  human  ties  remain. 
And  kindred  sinneisgive  no  farther  pain  ; 
The  pious  parent  and  abandon'd  boy 
Together  sleep,  nor  mutually  annoy. 
But  those  who  sleep  in  Christ  at  last  shall  rise. 
And,  crown'd  withglory,  mount  to  higlier  skies  ; 
"While  the  poor  siimei-,  gbrouded  with  despair. 
Awakes  to  tormsiits,  and  descends  to  fire  ■ 

"When  I  reflect  on  friends  and  neig'hbours  gone,  ") 

Their  lifeless  rlust  repos'd  beneatii  the  stone,  > 

Their  souls  rcniov'd  far,  far  to  worlds  unknown,  J 

Somehow  I  dream  their  souls  are  fast  asleep, 
Oi-  in  a  state  of  strange  inaction  keep  ; 
Ah.'  but  th-ir  souls  are  actively  employ'd. 
Sharp  pangs  eudur'd,  or  boundless  bliss  enjoy'd. 
Yea,  since  the  hour  they  were  disrob'd  of  clay,  "J 

No  moment  ever  idly  pass'd  away  ;  ^ 

Xorever  shall  through  everUsting  day.  J 

Now  I  3m  writing,  but  I  soon  must  go 
To  dwell  with  dust  in  the  dark  tomb  below.. 
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'Tis  serious,  iveighty,  awful  work  to  die. 

And  plunge  at  once  into  eternity  ! 

Ah  !  who  can  tell  me  what  'tis  to  be  there, 

Ravish'd  with  joys,  or  tortur'd  with  despair  ! 

Let  others  toll  to  rise,  and  to  be  great. 

Be  this  my  labour,  to  secure  my  state* 

My  state  secur'd,  what  peace  shall  rule  wiihin, 

In  spite  of  sorrows,  yea,  in  spite  of  sin  / 

But  sad  to  live  in  an  uncertainty  / 

And  sadder  still  in  dark  sunspense  to  die  ! 

Why  so  much  thought,  since  I'm  so  near  my  tomb. 

About  a  life  that  has  not  much  to  come  ? 

Is't  prudent  to  employ  life's  latter  end 

In  anxious  cares  that'can't  the  matter  mend  ? 

When  I  reflect  upon  my  periods  past, 

W  iiate'er  is  future  on  thy  care  I  cast 

With  confidence,  and  claim  thy  conduct  still, 

Through  life's  rough  ways,  and  ev'n  in  death's  dark  vale* 

See  the  young  bab'-,teem'd  from  the  pregnant  womb 
Just  peeps  on  time,  and  tumbles  in  the  tomb. 
How  vain  the  world  to  it  /  how  vain  to  all ! 
The  odds  of  ages  is  so  very  small. 
For  one  short  day  to  fourscore  hoary  years, 
Whate'er  we  think,  still  some  proportion  bears  ^ 
But  ages,  num'rous  as  the  starry  sky. 
Bear  no  proportion  to  eternity. 
Why,  then,  should  parents  bitterly  deplore  ? 
For  hark  you,  Sirs,  the  child's  but  gone  before. 
Where  you,  and  I,  and  all,  must  shortly  come. 
To  our  last  state,  to  our  eternal  home  ! 


Here  the  sad  widow,  drown'd  in  briny  tears. 
Bewails  the  husband  of  her  youthful  years 
Torn  from  her  arms  ;  she  casts  her  eyes  around 
On  the  young  babes,  an-l  each  renews  the  wound  ; 
While  ev'ry  feature  fi^es  on  her  mind. 
Their  father's  image,  now  to  dust  consign'd. 
But  while  she  mourns  ner  iionour'd  husbaad  gone. 
She  finds  a  other  in  her  oidest  son  ; 
The  pious  vouth  supplies  ais  fat'ier's  place, 
Su*  por^s  I  is  mother  and  her  trnder  race. 
'This  somewhat .  .imfortable  mak  s  h^r  lot. 
Till,  by  degrees,  her  loss  and  grief's  forgot. 
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But,  ah !  when  some  few  moons  liave  waxVl  and  wan*d, 

(Ev'n  fo  repeat  it,  how  my  breast  is  pain'ii  •') 

The  widow-mother  loses  her  deiir  son  ; 

He  sickens,  dies,  and  i-,  for  ever  go»i;i  / 

A  widow  twice  !  her  husband's  death  n^turns, 

Aful  grief  rekindled  in  herbusom  burns  ! 

She  hangs  her  head  amidst  her  weeping  train  ! 

Looks  piteous  round,  and  hangs  her  head  again  I 

See  two  sad  parents  to  the  stream  repair  ; 
The  rumour  sprpad,  their  soi  uas  perishM  there,' 
The  pre-ty  boy  that  pia^'a  about  the  door 
With  his  soung  brothers  scaice  an  hour  Defore  ! 
H<!W  swift  the)  fly  to  the  unhappy  place. 
While  various  passions  flush  their  anxious  face  ! 
Hope  fain  would  thiiik,  perhaps  he*s  yet  alive, 
Willie  fear  infers  he  never  can  revive. 
But  nv)W  the  boy's  laid  lifeless  on  the  shore. 
And  the  sad  parents  tieir  dear  bon  dep'ore  ! 
They  ^azr,  auQ  grieve,  and  groan  with  growing  pain; 
Reflect,  regret,  and  wish,  but  ail  in  vain  ! 
Their  joints  areioos'd,  and  some  kind  neighbour's  hand 
Supports  them,  trembling,  else  they  could  not  stand. 
The  -ad  procession  slowly  moves  along. 
Home  wiih  the  corpse  ;  the  parents  close  the  throng, 
AV'io  call  for  sl^.ill ;  in  vain  for  skill  they  call. 
The  sjuI  is  fled,  *tis  this  that  baffles  all. 

A  sadder  scene  presents  itself  to  view, 
(May  scenes  so  sad,  kind  Heav*n,  be  always  few  !) 
The  lo\e!y,  dear,  beloved  Dosom-wife, 
Grows  discontent,  and  finishes  her  life  ; 
Displays  vast  cunning  in  the  wicked  scene. 
Lest  friends  break  in,  and  make  t\\'  attempt  prove  vaia. 
The  husband  first  does  the  fair  culprit  find. 
But  words  are  wanting  to  describe  his  mind  ; 
He  cuts  the  cord  !  she  drops,  extreme  distress  ! 
He  staggers,  shake  ,  and  groans,  through  an  excess 
Of  grief  and  anguisii !     O  how  deep  the  wound  ! 
And  fierce  reflections  evVy  thought  confound  ! 
H^  fears  her  state,  nor  dares  give  fancy  flight. 
But  ciiecks  it,  aj  d  in  black  oblivion's  nio;ht 
Wraps  up  the.  scene,  which  still  reiurris  again, 
Like  restless  waves,  and  evVy  wave  strikes  pain? 
A  few  kind  friends  convey  the  corpse  away  ; 
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No  fun'ral-pomp  must  mark  this  fun'ral-day ; 
Concea'.'d  in  ni^li^,  or  lighted  by  the  moon!' 
lo  some  wild  spot  where  lands  or  couiilies  join. 
And  there  <L;)nceaI  her;--Let  us  leave  her  there; 
No  common  death  can  strike  us  so  severe  ; 
Where  all  the  grief  must  gnaw  on  his  own  soul. 
Because  when  met,  'twere  ci-uel  to  condole, 
Or  call  the  deed  to  mind  ; — then  be  forgot 
»Such  deatii,  tho'  death  be  ev'rj  mortal's  lot. 

How  many  anti-chambers  of  the  tomb 
Aro  arras' d  round  with  sorrow's  sable  gloom  ! 
On?  p-nts,  and  groans, and  daily  pines  away, 
"Who  for  whule  years  has  never  seen  a  day." 
The  luiguish  of  the  mind  maivS  light  offend. 
And  cloudh  of  sorrow  on  his  day  descend 
The  ^iOUt,  the  gravel,  or  the  tort'ring  stone. 
Compels  him  to  complain,  and  loud  bemoan 
His  iing'ring  death  !  Ohow  his  throbbing  breast 
Would  welcome  death, and  sink  in  downy  rest  ! 

There  lies  a  youth  brought  dov/n  by  slow  degrees^ 
W'hile  flatt'ring  symptoms  the  poor  patient  please. 
He  ails,  and  yet  he  knows  not  what  he  ails, 
But  ev'ry  day  his  constitution  falls  ; 
Meanwhile  he  dreams  he  daily  grows  some  better, 
Which  fond  delusion  oft  his  thoughts  doth  fetter. 
And  distant  sets  his  end  ;  Alas  I  that  man 
Should  build  upon  a  bubble  or  a  span  I 
:iow  cruel  oft  the  parent's  conduct  here  / 
'STo  serious  themes  must  grate  the  patient's  ear  / 
The  youth,  tho'  dying,  must  not  hear  of  death, 
,\s  if  the  very  word  might  stop  his  breath  ! 
-strange  charm  /  by  banishing  a  world  to  come, 
To  break  death's  schythe,  and  bribe  the  gaping  tomb/ 
3  fools  .'  be  wise,  at  length  religion  try, 
S"o  comforts  like  the  comforts  of  ihe  sky, 
No  dca^h  like  their's  that  are  prepar'a  lo  die  ! — 
ijiit  thr  disease  upon  him  gains  at  last, 
\rtack«i  ills  lungs,  and  holds  him  pris'ner  fast. 
Now  milk  and  medicines  in  vaiii  are  tried  ; 
Riding,  si range  (limes,  and  voyaH:es  vlefi-^d  ; 
4.S  that  disease  \vill  ev'ry  art  defy, 
Which  comes  enjoiu'd.  Go  make  yon  mortal  die% 
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A  female  there  complains  of  ev'rv  pain ; 
To  call't  imagination's  all  in  vain. " 
A  troop  of  strange  disorders  through  her  rise. 
Which  gather  strength,  if  you  their  strength  despise. 
Yet  who  can  tell  imagination's  force, 
Which  changes  even  the  microcosm's*  force, 
Yea,  what  is  fancy  first,  grows  real  at  last. 
The  vap'rish  woman  dies,  while  friends,  aghast. 
Stand  gazing  round,  and  shed  a  sudden  tear. 
Who  never  thought  that  death  could  be  so  near. 

In  funeral-state  see  there  a  silent  throng. 
In  whose  sad  train  the  husband  walks  along 
Close  by  the  bier  w  here  his  Sophia  lies, 
A  manly  sorrow  fixes  in  his  eyes. 
But  who  can  tell  the  tumult  of  his  breast. 
While  his  lov'd  spouse  is  enter'd  on  her  rest. 
The  kind  endearments  of  their  married  life 
(T*  exceed  in  kindness  was  their  mutual  strife) 
Roll  through  his  mind,  his  mind  can  "do  no  more. 
But  think  the  sad  disaster  o'er  and  o'er  : 
*'  Alas  /  my  dear  Sophia  is  no  more.' 
**  What  tongue  or  pen  can  such  a  death  deplore  ♦ 
*•  How  terrible  the  tumult  of  ray  breast  ! 
•*  What  pow'r  can  bid  my  struggling  passions  rest  ? 
"  This  thought  alone  can  fierce  tumult  still, 
"  The  hand  that  strikes  will  never  do  me  ill! 
"  And  Sophia's  soul,  set  free  from  all  annoy, 
"  Now  swims  in  oceans  of  eternal  joy."  * 

There  comes  a  corpse  round  which  sad  friends  attend. 
But  'mongst  them  all  1  miss  the  nearest  friend ; 
The  aged  father  lies  confined  at  home. 
Nor  can  attend  his  daughter  to  the  tomb ; 
But  lies  and  views  a  once  far  distant  landf, 
The  world  of  sp'rits,  that  now  seems  hard  at  hand. 
How  few  attend  us  when  we  are  und rest. 
No  matter,  or  by  whom  we're  laid  to  rest  / 
The  pious  soul,  whenever  loosed  from  clay. 
Is  well  attended  on  the  fields  of  day. 

*  The  little  World,  or  Man. 

t  In  the  foolish  thought  of  mortals,  for  the  other  world  is  never  far 
from  us. 
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"NVhat  fond  delusion  holds  us  one  and  all  i 
While  'midst  our  iiow'ry  schemes  we  mortals  fall. 
And  rise  no  more !  and  yet  our  rising  sun. 
Proof  'gainst  reproof,  in  the  same  course  runs  on. 
How  strange  that  we,  though  dying  every  day,' 
Are  not  prepared  for  piUting  oft' our  clay  ! 
The  men  that  seventy  annual  suns  have  told. 
Not  many  are,  and  always  counted  old  ; 
And  but  a  [aw  can  boast  ten  seasons  more,   • 
While  thousands,  millions,  myriads,  die  before ! 
W^hat  peer  would  walk  before  the  palace-gate 
For  weeks,  when  he  might  enter  in,  in  state, 
To  converse  with  the  royal  persons  there, 
And  largely  in  the  royal  favour  share  ! 
So,  saints,  for  shame  !  is  earth  to  you  so  dear, 
And  heav'n  not  worth  a  wish,  a  pray'r,  a  tear  ? 

Thrice  l^appy  souls,  whose  faith  grim  death  can  brave, 
Because  unsting'd,  and  smile  at  the  cold  grave  i 

What  scenes  of  sorrow  every  day  I  see. 
Of  grief  and  anguish  in  variety  ! 
No  man's  exempt,  (not  he  that  lives  -alone). 
From  the  poor  cottage  to  the  prince's  throne. 
The  sov'reign  dies  !  the  sov'reign  is  no  more  ! 
And  what  avails  it  that  all  lands  deplore 
His  death:  perhaps  it  was  a  hopeless  death. 
Beset  with  anguish  and  pursu'd  with  wrath.         • 
The  brightest  grandeur  of  his  transient  reign 
Affords  no  comfort  to  an  age  of  pain  ; 
An  age  i  0  no,  a  vast  eternity  ! 
And  every  thought  is  swallowed  up  of  thee, 
O  dark  abyss  /  Think  deep,  it  waits  for  me  ! 

To  look  around,  and  see  the  eager  chace 
For  fleeting  trifles,  'mongst  the  human  race. 
Would  man  believe  't,  proves  mankind  gone  quite  mad/ 
A  truth,  alas  !  as  certain  as  'tis  sad  ! 
The  human  soul  can  act  herself  no  more. 
For  sin  has  poison 'd  every  menial  pow'r; 
Paints  this  ^-^  ;ld  fair,  conceals  the  world  to  come. 
And  'mongt  life's  roses  hides  the  gloomy  tomb. 
But  O  the  anguish  of  that  awful  day, 
When  life  declines,  and  roses  fade  away. 

The  tomb  disclos'd,  a  future  world  in  view, 

And  all  his  pleasures  bid  a  long  adieu ! 


} 
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And  now  his  soul  encounters  such  a  storm. 
As  none  can  picture  but  the  suS^'rinn-  worm, 
Wh(^eels  the  vengeance  of  an  ano-ry  God 
Throttgh  ages  all,  in  burning  wrath's  abode. 
Yet'mong  the.  frantic  multitude  1  spy 
A  few  wise  men,  in  whose  enlightened  eye 
Heav'n  glorious  shines,  and  darkens  ail  below, 
Sweetens  tiieir  comforts,  mitigates  their  woe. 
Supports  their  spirits,  makes  them  long;  to  fiy. 
Through  death's  dark  passage  to  the  realms  on  hi'^h. 

A  wi<!o\v  there,  who  dwells  at  the  next  door. 
Had  buried  all  her  family  before, 
But  one ;  that  one  the  object  of  iier  cares, 
Companion  of  her  lifi^  and  partner  of  her  j)ray'rs 
For  many  a  year^  the  mother  and  the  maif!, 
On  the  same  pittance  with  contentment  f^a], 
Sat  at  one  fire,  anrl  slept  in  the  same  bed. 
Their  lives  entwin'd  until  they  seemM  but  on?, 
At  length  the  motlier  could  not  sleep  alone. 
Her  daughter's  welfa!'e  ail  her  thoughts  employs; 
Her  cares.,  her  fears,  her  comforts,  and  her  joj»s; 
But  cruel  c.enth  lays  siege,  for  many  a  day, 
To  her  frail  castle.,  to  her  house  of  clay. 
And  batters  to  ilie  ground  ;  the  damsel  dies  ! 
The  mother  feels  severest  tempests  rise 
Through  all  her  throbbing  breast; — a  mournful  scene 
No  painting  can  do  justice  to  her  pain  ; 
Her  melted  heart  comes  -streaming  thro'  her  eyes, 
And  her  sad  soul  dissolves  in  groans  and  sighs  ! 

May  my  best  comforts  be  in  heav'n  above. 
And  my  Comforter  he  whose  name  is  Love  ' 
Bless'd  with  his  presence,  I'll  not  dwell  alone, 
Although  my  dearest  friends  should  all  be  gone. 
My  couch  shall  ease  me  while  I  sing  his  grace, 
And  see  by  faith  his  reconciled  face. 
Then  wait  v,ith  patience  for  tii' auspicious  day, 
When  death  shall  waft  my  longing  soul  away. 
To  join  the  hosts  that  stand  before  the  throne, 
AVhere  death  and  sorrow  never  more  are  known. 

There  two  young  hearts  unite  in  virtuous  love, 
And  all  the  friends  th'  intended  match  approve  ; 
The  day  is  set  that  shall  their  wishes  crown, 
AVhich,  tho'  time  flies,  seems  slowly  to  come  on. 
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Bridegroom  and  bride  do  both  invite  their  guest?. 
To  honour  them,  and  grace  their  marriage-feast; 
The  guests  attend  upon  that  very  day, — 
Attend,  but  'tis  with  tears  in  ev'ry  eve  ! 
The  maid  had  sicken'd  ; — to  her  bed  he  flies ; 
All  help  proves  vain, — in  his  fond  arms  she  dies! 
Now  what  he  feels  no  langua2;e  can  convey  ; 
But  she  is  buried  on  their  bridal-day! 
Yet  let  the  mourners  still  attend  to  this. 
That  there's  a  future  world,  a  state  of  bliss 
For  pious  souls,  to  balance  all  annoy. 
And  crown  th' afflicted  with  eternal  joy. 
The  hapless  pair  shall  meet  in  fields  above. 
In  nearer  union,  and  a  purer  love. 

There  sits  a  mother  drown'd  in  briny  tears. 
Still  to  her  fancy  her  dead  babe  appears. 
The  pleasing  frolics  of  her  pretty  child. 
Who  sinil'd  and  suck'd,  and  suck'd  again  and  smil'd. 
Dance  through  her  mind,  and  give  her  daily  pain, 
And  clearly  prove  the  whole  creation  vain  ! 
Caress*d  and  dandled,  with  a  harmless  glee. 
He  meets  the  fondness  of  his  mother's  eye; 
Draws  out  his  mother's  love,  his  mother's  heart 
Is  glued  to  him,  she  knows  not  how  to  part ; — 
But  part  they  muat,  and  day  and  night  returns 
The  rueful  scene,  and  day  and  night  she  mourns-. 

There  the  day-lab'rer  has  obey'd  death's  call, 
Left  a  poor  widow,  and  some  children  small ; 
A  pregnant  v/idow/  O  !  the  wound  is  sore. 
To  bear  a  child  whose  father  is  no  more ! 
Rut  there  is  comfort  ev'n  in  such  a  case  : 
"  Upon  me  leave  thy  children  fatherless, 
**  I'll  them  preserve  alive,  they  safe  shall  be  ; 
*'  And  let  tliy  widows  put  tlieir  trust  in  me." 

There  at  his  table  one  reclines  his  head, — 
To  sleep?  0  no/  to  mingle  with  the  dead  ! 
The  friendly  meal  just  finish'd,  and  no  more, 
When  all  the  guests  the  sudden  stroke  deplore  ^ 
He  leaves  this  world  in  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
And  to  the  land  of  spirits  swift  doth  fly. 
Thrice  happy  he  whose  treasure  is  above. 
And  always  ready  for  his  last  remove  ! 
At  death  sr:^t  free  from  ev'ry  enemy. 
He'll  change  his  place,  but  not  his  company. 


STHE   TOMB.  317 

There  the  fair  culprit  flies  her  native  place. 
To  shun  her  friends,  and  hide  her  foul  disgrace. 
A  child  is  born  /  and  death  anon  attends. 
And  on  the  parent  lays  his  leaden  hands  ! 
She's  daily  worse,  and  feels  she  must  awav. 
But  knows  not  how  to  meet  her  djing-daj  .• 
Her  sins  are  rang'd  tremendous  in  her  sight. 
And  Sinai's  thunders  make  a  dismal  night; 
Eternal  ages  fearful  swell  before, — 
Ages,  and  anguish  ever  growing  more  ! 
But  O  the  riches  of  fora,iving  grace  I 
She  sees^  Saviour  only  suits  her  case,* 
And  by  true  faith  she  to  the  Saviour  flies. 
And  on  him  for  her  ev'rj  want  relies. 
She  dies,  repentant  of  her  foul  ofl'ence. 
Indignant  at  her  iil-spent  life  ;  then  hence 
She  wings,  triumphing  in  redeeming  love. 
To  join  the  church  of  the  first-born  above  ! 

Now  to  conclude,  for  'tis,  as  mourners  know. 
An  endless  task  to  tell  the  tales  of  woe. 
That  darken  ev'rydaj;  and  who  can  claim 
Exemption  from  some  sad  disastrous  theme? 
How  humbling  and  distressing  to  look  round, 
And  glance  the  lifeless  nations  under  ground  ! 
There  still-born  thousands  ev'ry  thought  affright^ 
That  died  ere  born,  and  never  sa-v  the  light ; 
And  millions,  millions  of  the  infant  r.^ce, 
In  death's  dark  vault  for  ever  hide  their  face  ; 
And  tribes  of  pretty  boys  lie  mingling  there. 
Their  parents'  pleasure  late,  and  daily  care ; 
And  blooming  youths  in  nameless  millions  lost. 
That  Xerxes'  troops  are  stragglers  to  this  host  I 
Yea,  all  mankind  I   why  should  I  stay  to  nainer 
Of  ev'ry  faith,  of  ev'ry  age  and  frame. 
For  sea  and  land,  and  ev'ry  mount  and  plain. 
As  true  as  strange,  do  lifeless  crouds  contain. 
Thus  earth's  a  burying-ground,  each  spot  a  grave, 
And  millions  rot  beneath  the  swelling  wave. 

This  is  death's  reign:  but  there's  a  ^Icrlous  day, 
"NVhen  death,  as  vanquish'd,  quite  shall  flee  away. 
At  thy  dread  call,  incarnate  God  and  King, 
The  num'rou?  nations  into  life  shall  spring. 
'Tis  true,  the  wicked  shall  with  horror  rise. 
And  wish  to  hide  for  ever  from  their  eyes  .; 


;i8 


TC2:J7. 


But  all  thy  saints  triumphing.nhaU  airtend 
On  thy  bless'd  throne ;  ancirpiac'd  on  thy  r.ght-ho.iid, 
Shall  sing  defiance  to  the  t^Jiwnt  death, 
And  bless  their  Saviour  with  new-kindled  briath. 
The  dead,  when  lib'rate  froiii  their  dreary  home. 
Like  casting  swarms,  come  teeming  from  the  tomb. 
Not  one  is  lost,  not  one  forgot  behind, 
Not  one  is  left  that  sprung  of  human  kind. 
First  the  bless'd  saints  to  boundless  glory  rise, 
Heav'n  in  their  face,  and  rapture  in  their  eyes  ; 
Their  mind  serene,  and  ev'ry  transport  strong, 
Love  flaming  high,  and  Jesus  all  their  song.  ^ 

But,  wretched  caitiffs.'  how  the  wicked  rise! 
Hell  in  their  looks,  and  horror  in  their  eyes  I 
And  cruel  furies  all  their  steps  attend, 
Insulting  their  most  miserable  end  I 
V/Itkout  a  friend  !  the  Friend  thej  scorn'd  before. 
Is  now  their  Judge,  and  \Ytli  befriend  no  more. 
Loud  in  their  ears  he  cries,  Fc  ctirs'd,  deimrt 
To  fMmes—a,  word  must  pierce  the  stoutest  heart. 
In  death  and  darkness,  fire  and  Ilame,  (I  shiver  1) 
The  wicked  plung'd,  and  bolted  in  for  ever ! 
The  saints,  who  witness  all  this  while  th2  scene, 
With  ravish'd  soul  and  couritenan'cc  serene, 
Ascend  to  bliss,  and  shout  with  rapt'rous  breath. 
Eternal  vict'ry  over  lisUand  d^ath. 
Amazing  change  /  lati  teiiairh  of  the  tomb, 
Immortaliz'd,and  higuestlieav'n  their  home  .' 
Lately  harassM  with  vSatan  and  with  sin. 
Now  holy  all,  and  not  a  stain  within  ; 
Bankrupts  and  beggars,  their's  could  nothing  calL 
Now  they  possess  for  ever  all  in  all/ 
O  how  they  feast  before  the  throne  aboye^ 
On  all  tlie  wonders  of  redeerftin:^  love  ! 
O  how  their  breasts  with  sacred  ardours  glow, 
While  they  the  sweets  of  full  communion  kno'*v  • 
And  neither  sin  nor  sorrov/,  death  nor  pain, 
Shall  interrupt  their  heav'nly  bliss  again  I 
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